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A  WOMAN  OF   MIND. 


CHAPTEE  I. 

The  rain  was  pattering  remorselessly 
upon  the  broad  walk,  upon  the  sturdy 
shrubs  and  trees  in  front  of  Clevedon 
House — pattering  with  the  dreary  perti- 
nacity of  autumn  rain.  Far  as  the  eye 
could  reach,  the  sky  was  one  dull  even 
grey,  and  it  was  hard  to  realize  that  the 
sun  had  ever  shone  on  the  swaying  trees, 
that  the  sky  had  ever  formed  a  blue  back- 
ground to  their  green  luxuriance.     The 
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air  was  damp  and  chilly,  and  a  cheery 
fire  blazed  in  the  drawing-room  of 
Clevedon  House. 

Silvia  Clevedon  stood  at  the  window, 
looking  out  upon  the  dreary  expanse  of 
wet  forest  land,  with  an  intentness  that 
showed  she  was  too  absorbed  in  thought 
to  notice  or  heed  the  weather.  Her  face 
had  grown  paler  and  thinner  since  the 
spring,  and  her  heavy  black  garments 
gave  a  stately  solemnity  to  her  appear- 
ance, that  would  have  startled  those 
who  had  only  known  her  in  her  hghter 
moments.  There  was  a  strange  stillness 
about  the  house ;  the  very  air  of  the 
rooms  seemed  oppressive,  as  well  as 
chilly,  and  the  dreariness  of  the  rain 
seemed  a  fitting  accompaniment  to  the 
general  gloom. 
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Silvia  hardly  knew  how  long  she  had 
been  standing  pale  and  motionless  at  the 
window,  when  the  door  opened,  and 
Gilbert  Jocelyn  entered  quietly. 

'^Do  I  distoi'b  [joiiy  Silvia  ?  "  he  asked, 
gently. 

*^No,  not  at  all,"  she  rephed,  never 
turning  her  face  towards  him. 

He  sat  down  by  the  fire,  and,  as  he 
glanced  at  her,  could  not  help,  even  at 
such  a  moment,  noticing  how  handsome 
she  looked  in  her  desolation.  He  waited 
for  a  time  to  see  if  she  would  addi'ess 
him;  and  at  last,  finding  that  she  said 
nothing,  he  crossed  over  to  the  window 
and  stood  beside  her. 

^^  Silvia!"  he  began,  ^' would  it  be  so 
hard  for  you  to  carry  out  your  father's 
wishes  ?     I  am  sorry,  for  yoiu'  sake,  that 
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tlie  admii'al  should  have  made  such  a 
stipulation  in  his  will ;  but,  for  my  own 
part,  I  care  for  nothing  if  I  can  really 
get  you.  Can  you  not  find  it  in  your 
heart  to  let  things  be  as  your  father 
intended  ?     Do  you  dislike  me  ?  " 

^*  How  can  you  be  so  foolish,  Gilbert  ?" 
said  Silvia.  "How  can  I  dislike  you? 
You  must  know  well  enough  that  I  love 
you  exactly  as  if  you  were  my  brother. 
I  have  always  thought  of  you,  and 
treated  you  as  if  you  had  been  my 
brother,  and  can  seriously  assure  you 
that  I  never  looked  at  you  in  any  other 
light.  My  darling  mother,  just  before 
she  died,  two  months  ago" — here  Silvia's 
voice  trembled  painfully — '^reminded  me 
that  you  would  be  a  brother  to  me ;  and 
I  never   thought   that  my  father   would 
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throw  me  at  yon,  so  that  you  feel  your- 
self compelled  to  ask  me  to  be  your  wife. 
I  am  glad  that  my  mother  is  not  here 
to  know  of  the  indignity." 

^^  Silvia,  Silvia  !  "  cried  Jocelyn,  '^  don't 
talk  about  being  thrown  at  me,  and  the 
indignity,  and  my  being  compelled  to 
propose  to  you.  If  you  only  knew  wliat 
I  have  felt  all  these  months,  you  would 
not  say  such  things.  I  daren't  begin  to 
tell  you  all  that  I  have  thought  and 
hoped." 

^' Don't  tell  me,  Gilbert,"  said  Silvia, 
gravely.  '^It  can  do  you  no  good,  and 
it  cannot  change  me." 

^^But  you  must  not  make  up  your 
mind  against  me,"  pleaded  Jocelyn. 
^'Perhaps  presently  you  will  get  more 
used  to  the  idea,  and  all  will  come  right." 


6  A  WOISIAX   OF   MIXD. 

''It  is  of  no  use  deceiving  yoii,"  said 
Silvia,  decisively.  ''All  will  never  come 
right  in  that  sense.  We  are  perfectly 
imsuited  to  each  other.  I  am  sure  that 
in  youi'  heart  you  would  not  thoroughly 
and  entirely  love  me,  and  I  am  sure 
that  I  should  never  love  you  as  I  wish 
to  love  my  husband  if  ever  I  marry.  So 
let  that  question  drop.  My  poor  father's 
intentions  were  kind  enough,  undoubtedly. 
He  thought  he  was  making  everything 
smooth  and  easy  for  me  ;  he  only  forgot 
to  consider  my  feelings — that  is  all." 

"But  what  are  we  to  do  about  the 
property?"  cried  Jocelyn,  in  some  per- 
turbation. 

"  My  dear  Gilbert,  that  is  very  simply 
settled,"  said  Silvia.  "It  is  yours 
henceforth.  I  cannot  and  wiU  not  touch 
a  penny  of  it." 
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^^You  make  me  doubly,  trebly  un- 
happy," said  Jocelyn.  ^'Do  you  know 
why  your  father  has  left  his  property  to 
me  ?  Shall  I  read  you  the  passage  re- 
specting it  in  that  long  letter  to  me  that 
was  found  with  his  will  ? ' ' 

Silvia  nodded  her  assent ;  and  he  took 
a  letter  from  his  pocket,  and  read  a 
passage  that  ran  as  follows  : — 

^*  I  leave  the  whole  of  my  property  to 
you,  my  dear  Gilbert,  because  I  am 
afraid  of  it  reaching  my  daughter's 
hands,  when  it  would  inevitably,  because 
of  her  extraordinary  views,  be  broken 
up.  Of  course,  I  know  that  Silvia  will 
be  well  cared  for.  I  know  your  senti- 
ments towards  her — did  you  not  confess 
them  to  me  ? — and  I  am  sure  that  she 
fully  responds.     A  stray  glance  of  hers 
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one  niglit,  when  we  had  been  discussing 
the  dismissal  of  one  of  the  servants, 
strongly  impressed  me  with  the  behef 
that  she  would  be  happy  with  you. 
Therefore,  I  leave  you  my  fortune,  know- 
ing that  she  will  enjoy  all  that  she  has 
been  in  the  habit  of  enjoying,  and  that 
she  will,  at  the  same  time,  be  unable  to 
divide  my  land  among  the  labourers,  as 
I  presume  her  sympathies  would  incline 
her  to  do.  She  knows  my  wishes  as  to 
her  choice  of  a  husband,  and  will,  under 
all  circumstances,  and  in  consideration 
of  contingencies,  be  content  to  abide  by 
my  decision.'* 

Here  Silvia  put  her  hand  upon  Jocelyn's 
arm.  ^'I  have  heard  quite  enough,"  she 
said.  ^'  My  poor  father  shows  his  natural 
opinion    of  women    in    that    paragraph. 
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He  never  could  understand  that  some  of 
us,  at  least,  have  heart,  and  dignity,  and 
disinterestedness,  and  he  could  not  ap- 
preciate the  extreme  painfulness  of  the 
position  in  which  he  has  placed  me.  He 
might,  however,  have  known  me  better 
than  to  suppose  that  I  should  accept  a 
husband  to  whom  I  was  awarded  with 
the  property,  Hke  an  odd  lot  at  a  sale. 
The  position  would  be  as  unpleasant  for 
you  also,  Gilbert,  as  for  me.  No  man 
likes  to  have  a  wife  thrust  down  his 
throat  in  so  summary  a  manner.  You 
would  hke,  I  suppose,  to  have  had  the 
excitement  of  proposing  yourself,  instead 
of  having  it  done  for  you,  with  due  legal 
formahty,  through  a  will.  It  was  unkind 
of  my  father  to  treat  me  with  as  httle 
courtesy  as  if  I  had  been  a  bale  of  goods, 
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and  to  force  me  to  marry  you  against  my 
will,  or  to  resign  myself  to  complete 
beggary!" 

''  Don't  talk  about  beggary,  Silvia," 
said  Jocelyn,  in  a  low  voice.  ^'  If  you 
cannot  allow  yourself  to  carry  out  one 
portion  of  your  father's  will,  I  certainly 
will  not  carry  out  the  rest.  If  you  are 
not  to  be  my  wife,  I  will  not  take  the 
property  the  admiral  has  left  me.  You 
must  stop  here,  Silvia,  as  the  owner  and 
proprietress  of  the  whole  place,  and " 

'^  Gilbert,  we  must  not  waste  our  time 
in  talking  nonsense,"  said  Silvia,  quietly. 
^'  Now,  listen  to  me.  I  will  not  touch 
one  penny  of  my  father's  money  that  does 
not  belong  to  me.  He  has  left  me  three 
hundred  pounds,  has  he  not,  for  myself? 
WeU,  I   will  take   those   three  hundred 
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ponnds.  You  shall  draw  a  clieqne  for  me 
to  the  value  of  them  this  evening,  so  that 
I  may  have  the  sum  immediately,  mth- 
out  waiting  for  the  legal  delays  and 
flourishes.  That  is  all  I  shall  ever  take. 
And  as  for  living  here,  you  know  that  I 
am  not  likely  to  fall  in  with  that  arrange- 
ment. I  shall  leave  to-morrow  morning 
and  shall  go  to  London.  I  have  some 
humble,  honest  friends  there,  who  ^ill  be 
glad  to  receive  me  while  I  discover  some 
branch  of  work  in  which  I  can  exert  my- 
self. You  know  this  is  no  new  idea  of 
mine ;  I  have  often  felt  that  I  should  be 
happier  if  I  were  busily  employed,  and 
were  doing  my  best  to  earn  my  own  living. 
Now,  especially,  I  am  sure  the  change 
would  be  good  for  me.  The  troubles 
and  distress  of  the  last  few  months  have 
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been  enougli  to  weigh  one  to  the  ground, 
and  this  last  blow  decides  me.  I  shall  go 
to  London  to-morrow  morning." 

''No,  by  Heaven!"  cried  Jocelyn, 
''that  you  shall  not  do?  Do  you  think 
I  could  remain  here,  Hying  on  the  fat  of 
the  land,  while  you  are  toiling  at  some 
wretched  form  of  labour  in  London,  dis- 
gracing your  family  name  by  working  for 
yom-  living  ?  Do  you  think  I  could  stop 
on  in  your  house,  while  you  are  stifling  in 
some  miserable  lodging?  Do  you  think 
that  I  can  go  on  enjoying  myself,  while 
you,  whom  I  love  better  than  all  the  world, 
whom  I  have  loved  ever  since  I  can 
remember,  are  struggling  for  your  daily 
bread.  It  is  cruel  of  you,  Silvia,  to  treat 
me  as  you  are  doing.  You  positively 
refuse  to  have  anything  to  do  with  me  ; 
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you  refuse  me,  when  I  pay  you  the  greatest 
compliment  a  man  can  pay  a  woman, 
with  contempt ;  you  profess  to  consider 
me  as  your  brother ;  and  yet  you  fly  fi^om 
the  house  you  choose  to  consider  mine, 
and  will  accept  of  no  help  of  any  kind, 
preferring  to  talk  about  beggary  and 
working  for  your  hving." 

And  Jocelyn  went  back  to  the  fireplace, 
and,  planting  his  elbows  on  the  mantle- 
piece,  buried  his  face  in  his  hands. 

^'  Don't  you  understand,"  said  Silvia, 
presently,  ^^  that  I  cannot  live  in  your 
house  ?  Of  course,  you  will  answer  that 
you  would  be  in  London,  or  awaj^  some- 
where ;  but  the  fact  would  remain  that  I 
should  be  a  burden  on  you.  Now,  you 
know  that  I  do  not  approve  of  any  one 
being  a  burden  to  any  one  else,  if  such 
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a  thing  be  avoidable,  and  I  will  never 
consent  to  weigh  you  down  with  the 
weight  of  my  expenditure.  Also,  you  are 
no  apostle,  my  dear  Gilbert,  and  I  am 
certain  that  you  would  be  the  first  to  lose 
your  confidence  when  you  found  the 
tongues  of  the  whole  world  wagging 
against  you.  I  have  asked  you  to  help 
me.  I  want  you  to  write  me  a  cheque  for 
my  three  hundred  pounds  to-night — 
beyond  that  I  can  ask  nothing." 

''And  you  mean  to  tell  me,"  cried 
Jocelyn,  turning  round  to  face  her  as  she 
advanced  to  the  fireplace,  ''that  you  are 
going  to  work — that  you  are  going  to  slave, 
and  drudge,  and  toil  for  your  bread?  I 
have  asked  you — I  have  implored  you — to 
be  my  wife,  my  adored  wife ;  to  take  your 
place  at  the  head  of  this  house ;   to  be 
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mistress  of  everytliing  that  I  possess ;  to 
make  me  better  and  more  clever,  if  you 
can.  I  don't  expect  you  to  love  me 
passionately  at  first,  but  when  you  found 
how  much  I  really  love  you,  it  would 
come  at  last,  perhaps,  if  you  tried  hard." 
^^  You  surely  do  not  msh  me  to  marry 
you  for  the  sake  of  a  home  ?  "  said  Silvia. 
"And  I  cannot  profess  to  beheve  that 
love  would  crop  up,  ultimately,  exactly  in 
the  right  place.  I  beheve  that,  on  the 
contrary,  it  would  and  does  crop  up,  as 
a  ride,  in  the  wrong  place.  When  you 
think  it  all  over  quietly,  Gilbert,  you  will 
see  that  I  am  right  in  putting  any  idea 
of  marriage  between  us  totally  aside. 
Just  consider  how  terribly  our  tastes  are 
at  variance ;  remember  how  we  have 
disagreed  over  the  smallest  trifles,  as  well 
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as  over  the  gravest  subjects.  We  have 
not  one  taste  in  common ;  our  opinions  on 
all  matters,  from  politics  to  millinery,  are 
diametrically  opposed.  I  thought  you 
felt  this  as  strongly  as  I  do,  and  that  is 
why  my  father's  scheme  for  the  adjust- 
ment of  his  property  seems  to  me  almost 
ludicrous." 

Here  Jocelyn  started  as  if  he  had  been 
stung,  and  then  said,  hastily,  ^'I  am 
going  now,  Silvia,  I  can  think  it  all 
over  better  at  the  Eagle ;  and  every 
word  you  say  seems  to  sink  into  me.  I 
shall  come  round  to-morrow  morning,  of 
course." 

''  Eemember  that  I  shall  leave  quite 
early,"  said  Silvia. 

^'  I  have  no  fear  of  that,"  he  answered. 
*'  You  will  think  better  of  your  scheme 
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to-morrow  morning,  and  will  see  that  you 
need  not  fly  from  the  house  as  if  it  were 
plague-ridden.  I  cannot  and  wiU  not  let 
you  go." 

Silvia  smiled  a  faint,  flickering  smile, 
and  said,  '^If  you  wish  to  see  me  to- 
morrow, you  must  come  early." 

Jocelyn  said  nothing  further,  and  shook 
her  hand  and  departed  in  silence. 

Left  alone  by  the  fireside,  Silvia's 
thoughts  travelled  rapidly  and  at  random. 
All  the  events  of  the  past  six  months 
recurred,  in  some  confusion  at  times, 
to  her  mind.  Her  mother's  failing 
health,  that  forced  them  to  leave  town 
at  the  very  opening  of  the  season;  the 
constant  wearying  anxiety  of  the  four 
months  during  which  she  lingered  on, 
with  one  foot  in  the  grave;  the  terrible 
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shock  of  the  sudden  death  at  night  in 
her  sleep ;  the  admii-al's  gradual  pining 
and  decay;  his  death,  just  two  months 
after  that  of  his  wife ;  the  shock  of  the 
will,  read  to  her  only  a  few  days  back ; — 
all  these  points  came  upon  her  again 
and  again,  the  dominant  impression  being 
that  of  grief  for  her  mother.  Strongly 
as  her  mother's  tastes  and  opinions 
differed  from  her  own,  her  fihal  love 
had  been,  undoubtedly,  her  deepest 
feeling. 

Her  mother  had  remonstrated  with 
her,  and  reproved  her  severely  almost 
day  by  day;  but  she  had,  at  the  same 
time,  in  her  inmost  heart,  been  proud  of 
her  daughter's  beauty,  and  independence 
of  spirit,  and  power  of  thought.  During 
the  last  few  months  of  her  life,  she  had 


A  WOMAN   OF   MIND.  19 

clung  to  Silvia  with  all  the  tenacity  of 
a  weak  nature  leaning  on  a  strong  one. 
Silvia  had  been  her  refuge,  her  hope, 
her  comforter,  and  had  done  her  best 
to  soothe  her  mother's  physical  suffering, 
and  to  soften  the  sorrow  of  a  dying 
creature  that  has  no  desire  to  die.  Life 
had  been  veiy  smooth  and  easy  to  Mrs. 
Clevedon,  and  she  had  no  wish  to  give 
it  up.  She  had  not  even  the  weariness 
of  existence,  brought  about  by  intense 
suffering,  towards  the  end;  she  faded 
away  merely,  and  her  regrets  for  the 
home  and  friends  she  was  leaving  were 
the  more  bitter,  because  of  that  gradual 
fading.  During  the  two  or  three  months 
before  her  death,  however,  she  became 
doubly,  trebly  attached  to,  and  proud 
of,  her  daughter;  and,  with  a  dim  fore- 


20  A  WOMAN   OF   MIND. 

•warning  of  Silvia's  future,  she  felt  glad 
that  her  courage  was  so  indomitable,  her 
strength  of  purpose  so  unswerving.  Day 
by  day,  as  she  lingered  on,  she  saw  that 
Silvia  grew  graver  and  quieter;  and  she 
was  pleased  to  think  that  the  enthu- 
siastic exuberance  of  her  nature  was 
calming  somewhat.  She  did  not  recog- 
nize that  it  was  the  hourly,  daily  anxiety 
that  sobered  Silvia,  and  tamed  her  for 
a  time  into  something  like  submission. 
At  last,  however,  the  anxiety  was  over. 
"With  a  sudden  attack  of  breathlessness, 
and  a  few  unconscious,  gasping  sighs, 
Mrs.  Clevedon  passed  away  into  the  great 
final  sleep,  leaving  a  desolate  daughter 
and  an  angrily  sorrowful  husband  to 
mourn  her. 

The   admiral  took  his  wife's  death  as 
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a  personal  affront.  He  could  not  under- 
stand that  she  should  be  taken  away,  and 
that  he  should  be  unable  to  retain  her. 
She  was  his  •  wife,  and  it  was  most 
unjustifiable  that  the  laws  of  life  and 
death  should  apply  to  Admiral  Clevedon's 
wife,  as  forcibly  as  to  the  wife  of  the 
humblest  servant  on  the  estate.  His 
resentment  at  Mrs.  Clevedon's  death  was 
so  great,  that  it  seemed  to  overbalance 
his  grief;  at  the  same  time,  the  two 
sentiments  together  worried  him  so 
continually,  that  he  had  a  return  of  his 
old  hver  complaint,  from  which  he  died, 
before  those  around  him  had  grown 
accustomed  to  the  fact  of  his  wife's 
death.  He  had  been  kinder  and  gentler 
to  his  daughter,  during  the  two  months 
that   elapsed  between  the   death  of  his 
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wife  and  of  himself,  than  he  had 
appeared  for  a  very  long  time,  and 
though  one  or  two  violent  interludes 
had  occurred,  the  violence  had  been  on 
his  side,  Silvia  answering  not  a  word 
to  his  angry  remarks  on  her  friends  and 
opinions.  Two  or  three  evenings  before 
his  death,  he  had  called  her  to  his 
bedside,  and  had  said — 

^'  We  have  quarrelled  sometimes, 
haven't  we,  Silvia  ?  but,  you  know,  child, 
I  have  always  loved  you  in  my  heart." 

*'I  hope  so,  father,"  Silvia  answered. 

"  And  I  have  tried  to  do  my  best  for 
your  happiness,  as  you  will  see,"  he 
continued.  *'  I  know  which  way  your 
sympathies  lie,  and  I  have  managed 
accordingly.  I  can  leave  you  in  23erfect 
peace  of  mind,  for   Gilbert  will  protect 
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you,  and  you  will  not  feel  any  difference 
of  any  kind." 

*^I  shall  feel  a  difference,  dear  father," 
said  Silvia,  gravely ;  ^'  I  cannot  help 
feeling  a  difference ;  but  I  dare  say  all 
will  be  right  with  regard  to  your 
arrangement,  and  to  Gilbert.  He  is 
a  good  friend,  and  will  help  me  to  fulfil 
your  wishes.  But  don't  talk  of  all  these 
things  now;  you  will  be  well  and  up 
again  in  a  day  or  two,  father  dear." 

The  admiral  shook  his  head,  and  in 
a  day  or  two  he  died. 

Silvia's  surprise  when  she  heard  her 
father's  will  read  by  the  family  lawyer, 
after  the  funeral,  was  great.  She  heard 
it  through  to  the  end — heard  the  state- 
ments that  her  father's  property  was  left 
unconditionally  to  Gilbert  Jocelyn;  that 
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she,  as  the  wife  of  Jocelyn,  would  enjoy 
all  the  benefits  of  the  fortune  as  she  had 
hitherto  done  ;  that  it  was  her  father's 
particular  wish  that  no  change  should 
be  made  in  the  mode  and  manner  of 
keeping  up  the  estate  ; — she  heard  the  hst 
of  small  legacies,  headed  by  the  bestowal 
of  three  hundred  pounds  only  upon 
herself ;  and  when  the  reading  of  the  will 
was  over,  she  honoured  the  solemn 
representative  of  the  law  and  the  several 
gentlemen  present  with  a  deep  bow,  said 
quite  calmly,  ^^  Mr.  Jocelyn,  you  will  see 
to  our  friends,"  and  left  the  room. 

She  had  one  or  two  long  discussions 
with  Jocelyn  during  the  week  that 
followed  the  reading  of  the  will,  all 
taking  the  same  turn,  and  leading  to  no 
definite  conclusion ;  she  had,  however,  in 
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the  course  of  these  dreary  days,  made  up 
her  mind  to  the  independent  Line  of  action 
she  had  described. 

She  was  roused  now  from  her  painful 
thoughts  by  the  entrance  of  one  of  the 
maids,  asking  in  which  room  Miss 
Clevedon  woidd  dine.  She  answered, 
briefly,  that  Mr.  Jocelyn  had  gone,  and 
that  she  needed  no  dinner.  The  maid 
departed,  and  Silvia  resumed  her  steady 
contemplation  of  the  fire.  In  a  moment, 
however,  the  door  opened,  and  the  house- 
keeper, a  genial,  motherly  woman  of  the 
old  school,  appeared.  Silvia  looked  round 
quickly,  and,  seeing  her,  bade  her  enter. 

^*  I  came  to  see  how  it  ^is  that  you 
don't  want  any  dinner.  Miss  Clevedon,'* 
said  the  housekeeper,  advancing  towards 
Silvia,  and  glancing  at  her  with  some 
concern. 
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''My  dear  Mrs.  Wilden,"  said  Silvia, 
''  how  do  you  expect  me  to  sit  down 
calmly,  and  go  through  a  dinner  here 
alone,  when  I  am  so  ]Dreoccupied  ?  To 
begin  with,  I  feel  as  if  the  food  I  eat  in 
this  house  would  choke  me." 

"Well,  I  think  that's  natural,  I  must 
say,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Wilden;  ''but 
you  must  get  over  that,  and  the  sooner 
the  better." 

"But  I  shall  not  get  over  it  at  all," 
said  Silvia.  "  I  shall  leave  this  place 
to-morrow  morning,  and  most  likely  shall 
never  return  to  it." 

"To-morrow  morning!"  cried  the 
housekeeper.  "  Have  you  quite  decided 
for  to-morrow  ?  ' ' 

"Yes,  Mrs.  Wilden,"  rephed  Silvia; 
"I  have  quite  made  up  my  mind.     You 
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know  the  conditions  of  my  father's  will, 
for  you,  mth  all  the  servants,  heard  them 
read  the  other  day.  Every  word  of  that 
will  grates  upon  me,  not  because  my 
father  did  not  leave  me  his  money — 
though  I  regret  that,  for  so  much  good 
might  have  been  done  with  it — but 
because  he  passes  me  over  to  Mr.  Jocelyn 
so  unceremoniously.  But  it  was  never 
my  intention  to  marry  Mr.  Jocelyn ;  and, 
as  I  cannot  accept  his  money  and  live  in 
his  house,  I  am  going  away  to-morrow. 
I  am  free,  and  I  am  strong,  and  I  am  not 
afraid  of  the  world." 

"Oh,  my  dear  young  lady,"  said  the 
housekeeper,  taking  one  of  Silvia's  hands 
in  her  agitation,  "  don't  do  that !  Don't  be 
rash  about  it.  Just  think  !  What  are  you 
going  to  find  in  the  place  of  what  you 
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lose  ?  How  can  a  young  lady  born  and 
bred  like  you  go  into  the  world  all  by 
yourself?  If  you  were  ugly,  too,  it 
wouldn't  be  so  bad;  but  so  young  and 
so  handsome  as  you  are !  What  will 
people  say?  " 

^'  As  to  that,  I  do  not  care  one  jot  what 
people  say,"  said  Silvia.  ^' I  only  want 
to  do  what  is  right  according  to  my  own 
ideas.  No  one  can  do  more  than  that. 
And  just  ask  yourself,  Mrs.  Wilden,  what 
people  would  say  if  I  were  to  consent  to 
Hve  in  Mr.  Jocelyn's  house." 

^*  Poor  Mr.  Jocelyn !  "  murmured  the 
housekeeper.  ^*  What  a  pity  that  it  has 
all  turned  out  so  !  Does  he  know  that 
you  are  going  to-morrow  ?  " 

''1  told  him,"  said  Silvia,  ^^  but  he 
seemed  hardly  to  believe  it.     And  now, 
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Mrs.  Wilden,  I  sliould  like  yon  to  tell  the 
servants  that  I  am  going,  and  to  tell 
Eogers  that  I  want  the  waggonette  with 
the  hood  on,  to  take  me  to  the  station 
to-morrow  morning.  The  train  I  intend 
to  take  leaves  at  half-past  ten,  so  the 
waggonette  should  be  round  here  by  ten. 
Will  you  do  this  for  me,  please,  and  then 
you  may  send  me  in  a  cup  of  tea  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  my  dear,  my  dear,"  exclaimed 
the  housekeeper,  putting  her  hand  on 
Silvia's  arm,  ^'  I  can't  bear  to  think  of 
your  going  to  London  all  alone,  so  young 
and  so  handsome  !  But  then  I  know 
you're  brave  and  strong,  and  have  got 
wisdom  enough  for  twenty  in  yom'  head. 
It's  a  cruel  blow  to  you,  any  way,  poor 
dear!" 

Here  Silvia  bent  forward   and  kissed 
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the  housekeeper's  cheek,  bringing  thereto 
a  vivid  flush  of  pleasure  and  embarrass- 
ment, and  said,  ^^  Thank  you  heartily, 
Mrs.  Wilden,  for  your  sympathy,  which 
does  me  positive  good.  When  I  am  in 
London,  I  will  write  to  you  and  let  you 
know  how  I  am  getting  on." 

And  Mrs.  Wilden  hastened  out  of  the 
room,  her  eyes  dim  with  tears,  and  her 
kindly  nature  thoroughly  disturbed  by 
the  rush  of  events  in  the  family  she  had 
watched  and  tended  for  more  than  twenty 
years. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  a  mes- 
senger left  a  letter  for  Silvia.  It  bore 
the  arms  of  the  Eagle  Hotel  on  the 
envelope,  and  was  addressed  in  Jocelyn's 
handwriting.  On  opening  it,  Silvia  found 
that  it   contained   only  the   cheque    for 
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three  liiindred  pounds  of  which  she  had 
spoken,  and  on  the  tongue  of  the  envelope 
was  written — 

^'You  said  you  wanted  this  to-night, 
so  I  send  it  you.  I  shall  see  you  to- 
morrow. 

"  Yours  ever, 

'^  GiLBEKT." 

^*  Poor  Gilbert !  "  murmured  Silvia. 
**  It  would  be  better  that  he  should  come 
too  late  to-morrow  1" 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

The  sun  was  shining  mildly  the  following 
morning,  when  Gilbert  Jocelyn  sauntered 
moodily  enough  from  the  Eagle,  and 
bent  his  steps  toward  Clevedon  House. 
The  way  lay  along  a  pretty,  sheltered  road, 
past  the  picturesque  cemetery.  There  was 
a  short  cut  through  the  gTaveyard ;  but,  as 
a  rule,  Jocelyn  never  profited  by  it,  for  he 
heartily  dishked  graves  and  cemeteries, 
and  anything  that  he  considered  to  be 
mournful  in  idea  or  association.  This 
morning,   however,   he   felt   gloomy  and 
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depressed,  and  he  turned  by  tlie  little 
gate  into  the  hajDpy  green  field  of  rest 
with  a  haK-reckless  idea  that  nothing 
could  make  him  sadder  than  he  was 
already,  therefore  he  might  as  well  have 
the  benefit  of  the  shorter  road.  He 
strode  along  the  narrow  pathway  without 
looking  either  to  the  right  or  to  the  left ; 
and  it  was  not  till  he  reached  the  secluded 
corner,  sheltered  by  a  cluster  of  pines, 
where  he  had  stood,  only  a  few  days 
before,  at  the  head  of  the  grave  of  his  old 
friend  and  protector,  who  had  been  like 
a  father  to  him  ever  since  he  could  re- 
member, that  he  raised  his  eyes  and 
glanced  around  him.  The  stillness  and 
serenity  were  profound ;  not  a  breath  of 
wind  shook  the  branches  of  the  trees, 
not  a  rustle  of  leaves  or  swaying  of  boughs 
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could  be  heard,  and  only  the  joyons  sing- 
ing of  the  birds  fell  npon  the  ear.  The 
autumn-  sunlight  played  upon  the  white 
ombstones;  it  shone  upon  the  grass, 
ghstening  with  moisture  from  yesterday's 
rain  and  the  night  dew;  it  lit  up  the 
clustering  flowers  on  the  graves,  and 
illuminated  some  of  the  redundant  gold- 
lettered  inscriptions ;  and  finally,  as 
Jocelyn  turned  to  give  a  last  look  at  his 
old  friend's  grave,  a  few  yards  from  him, 
the  sunlight  shone  upon  a  half -kneeling, 
half-crouching  figure  close  by  in  black, 
and  crowned  with  a  mass  of  bright  brown 
hair. 

''  Can  that  be  Silvia,"  he  muttered 
to  himself,  ^'  at  this  early  hour  ?  "  (It  was 
nearly  eight  o'clock.) 

He  moved  gently  aside  to  get  a  better 
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view  of  tlie  mourner,  and  saw  then  that 
it  was  undoubtedly  Silvia.  She  had 
stretched  her  arms  upon  the  cold  stone 
that  marked  her  mother's  resting-place, 
and  had  bent  her  head  upon  them ;  and 
as  Jocelyn  stood  looking  at  her,  he  could 
see  the  curve  of  the  Kp  and  chin,  and  the 
statuesque  throat  and  head.  He  saw  also 
how  pale  she  was,  how  her  cheeks  seemed 
to  have  become  almost  sunken,  how  thin 
and  long  were  the  white  hands  lying  on 
the  stone,  and  some  vague  uneasiness 
fluttered  in  his  throat  and  dimmed  his 
eyes  as  he  looked.  For  a  long  time  he 
stood  watching  her.  He  did  not  dare  speak 
to  her;  he  felt  that  she  wished  to  be  alone; 
and  at  last,  with  a  lingering  tender 
contemplation  of  that  silent  figure,  he 
resolved   to   go    away   and   leave   her  to 
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herself,  to  let  her  indulge  her  grief  to 
her  heart's  content.  '^  She  will  be  the 
better  for  it  afterwards,"  he  thought ;  and 
with  a  sigh  he  turned  away,  and,  stepping 
with  the  utmost  care  that  she  might  not 
be  disturbed,  retraced  his  steps,  and 
returned  to  the  Eagle,  resolved  to  break- 
fast there  before  he  went  round  to 
Clevedon  House.  He  did  but  scant 
justice,  however,  to  the  munificent  fare 
of  the  old  inn ;  he  was  too  preoccupied 
to  enjoy  anything  but  a  cigar  and 
solitude. 

In  the  mean  time,  Silvia  was  roused 
from  her  sorrowful  absorption  by  the 
deep  tones  of  the  church  clock  striking 
the  hour,  and  recalling  to  her  the  little 
time  left  of  her  old  hfe.  She  rose  wearily 
to  her  feet,  picked  up  her  hat  from  the 
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grass  where  it  had  lain,  gazed  earnestly 
for  a  last  time  at  the  stone  that  covered 
her  father  and  mother,  and  turned  away 
quickly,  her  eyes  filling  mth  tears  again 
and  again  as  she  walked  home  and 
remembered  that  she  was  leaving  every- 
thing that  she  held  most  dear,  that  was 
connected  with  her  early  hfe — her  home 
and  its  associations,  the  places  that  she 
knew  inch  by  inch,  the  good  village 
people  whom  she  had  known  for  years. 
But  keenly  as  she  regretted  the  disrup- 
tion, it  never  occurred  to  her  to  revoke 
her  decision,  to  take  that  which  Jocelyn 
offered  her,  and  remain  in  the  full 
possession  of  all  to  which  she  had  been 
accustomed. 

When  her  sohtary  breakfast  was  over 
at  Clevedon  House,  Silvia  sent  for  Mrs. 
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Wilden,    and    gave    her    a  few    general 
directions. 

*'  You  know,  Mrs.  Wilden,"  she  said, 
*'  Mr.  Jocelyn  will  want  yon  to  stay  here 
to  look  after  the  place,  and  he  will  look 
to  you  to  keep  things  as  my  father 
wished.  And  even  if  he  should  bring 
back  a  wife  one  day  with  whom  you  did 
not  agree,  I  am  delighted  to  think  that 
my  father  has  left  you  a  trifle  to 
remember  him  by.  There  are  many  of 
my  friends  in  the  village  to  whom  I  have 
not  said  good-bye  ;  will  you  tell  them  all 
from  me  that  I  left  too  suddenly  to  be 
able  to  look  in  once  more  at  every 
familiar  cottage  ?  You  may  tell  them  the 
whole  truth  as  to  the  circumstances  of 
my  leaving,  Mrs.  Wilden;  it  is  a  good 
thing  to   show  that    every   one    is    not 
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willing  to  sell  tlieir  truth  and  dignity  for 
a  comfortable  liome  and  fine  income." 

^'Butwhat  shall  I  say  to  Mr.  Jocelyn?" 
asked  the  housekeeper,  tremulous  with 
grief  and  excitement. 

*'I  will  write  a  few  words  for  you  to 
give  to  him,  if  he  does  not  come  before 
I  go,"  said  Silvia.  ^^And  now  I  am 
going  to  take  a  turn  round  the  garden, 
and  a  last  look  at  the  horses  and  dogs, 
before  the  waggonette  is  at  the  door." 

She  gathered  up  her  long  skirts,  and 
walked  with  her  usual  quiet  dignity  out 
into  the  grounds,  round  the  spacious 
lawn  and  flower-beds  ;  she  went  into  the 
stables,  and  patted  the  arched  necks  and 
smooth  coats  of  her  favourites ;  she  turned 
to  the  dog-kennels,  and  the  faithful  crea- 
tures   came   bounding   about  her,   eager 
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for  a  touch  of  her  hand  and  the  sonnd 
of  her  voice.  One  of  them,  a  fine  black 
retriever,  came  to  her  and  rubbed  his  head 
against  her  fingers,  and  looked  up  at  her 
with  wistful,  imploring  eyes.  He  seemed 
conscious  that  something  was  wrong,  and 
tried  to  express  his  sympathy  in  mute 
action  and  expression.  As  Silvia  turned 
to  leave  the  dogs'  domain,  the  retriever, 
with  a  subdued  whine,  followed  her. 

*^No,  no,  Tartar,"  said  Silvia,  stooping 
to  pat  the  dog's  head,  and  to  look  into 
those  earnest,  anxious  eyes;  '^you  mustn't 
follow  me  to-day.  We  have  had  our  last 
run  together,  I'm  afraid,  and  you  will 
soon  forget  me.  Good-bye,  my  poor 
fellow  ;  you  must  go  back  now." 

She  kissed  his  glossy  fur,  gave  him 
a  last  oaressing  touch  with  her  hand,  and 
then  sent  him  off. 
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By  the  time  her  final  survey  was  over, 
the  waggonette  was  at  the  door.  She 
went  up  to  her  room  while  her  trunks 
were  placed  in  the  vehicle,  she  wrote 
a  few  lines  to  Jocelyn,  she  glanced  in  at 
the  famihar  rooms,  and  then,  all  ready 
equipped  for  her  journey,  she  came  down 
the  hroad  staircase  to  the  hall.  As  she 
stood  still  and  looked  around  her,  the 
tears  sprang  quickly  to  her  eyes.  The 
servants  of  the  house  had  gathered  there, 
with  the  utmost  concern  on  their  faces, 
and  Silvia  needed  no  words  from  them 
to  know  how  sorry  they  were  to  lose 
her.  When  she  had  given  her  note  for 
Jocelyn  to  Mrs.  Wilden,  she  said  to 
them  all — 

*'  I  am  very  sorry  indeed  to  leave  you, 
my  fiiends,  but  there  is  no  help  for  it,  as 
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you  know.  I  hope  you  will  get  along 
well  here,  however,  when  I  am  gone,  and 
I  am  sure  that  if  you  stay  with  Mr. 
Jocelyn,  you  will  have  nothing  to  com- 
plain of." 

As  she  spoke,  she  held  out  her  hand 
to  one  of  the  maids  who  stood  close 
beside  her,  and  then  all  the  servants 
pressed  round  her,  hoping  for  a  generous 
clasp  of  the  fingers  from  their  yoimg 
mistress,  to  whom  they  each  owed  so 
much  thoughtful  kindness  and  considera- 
tion. She  said  good-bye  to  them  one 
after  the  other,  and  when  she  turned  at 
last  to  Mrs.  Wilden,  her  face  was 
perfectly  colourless  fi'om  excitement. 
With  a  few  hasty  parting  words  to  her, 
to  which  Mrs.  Wilden  responded  with 
a  tearful,  hysterical  ^^  God  bless  you,  my 
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dear  young  lady,"  Silvia  turned  swiftly 
away,  without  trusting  herself  to  look 
once  more  at  the  place  that  had  been  her 
home  for  so  many  years  ;  sprang  into  the 
waggonette,  and  telling  Kogers  to  drive 
her  to  the  station,  threw  herself  into  its 
furthest  corner,  covering  her  face  with 
her  hands,  that  she  might  see  no  more. 

As  the  horses  started  off,  a  long  wailing 
howl  fell  upon  the  air.  It  startled  the 
servants  in  the  hall ;  it  reached  Silvia  in 
the  waggonette,  and  the  ghost  of  a  smile 
crossed  her  face  as  she  recognized 
Tartar's  whine,  and  knew  that,  as  it  was 
his  habit  to  attend  her  in  her  drives,  he 
was  wondering  now,  as  he  heard  the 
sound  of  wheels,  why  he  was  left  behind. 
In  a  moment  the  carriage  had  turned 
a  corner,  and  with  Tartar's  desolate  moan 
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in  her  ears,  Silvia  left  her  old  home. 
The  station  was  at  a  fair  distance,  hut 
the  road  seemed  short  enough  to  Silvia  on 
this  occasion ;  the  moments  flew  hy  to  her 
mind.  She  had  hardly  reached  the  plat- 
form, when  the  train  came  dashing  up.  In 
an  instant  Eogers  had  secured  a  carriage, 
had  put  her  wi'aps  in  for  her,  and  as  he 
stood  at  the  door  when  she  was  comfort- 
ably seated,  listening  to  her  kind  words, 
^'  Good-bye,  Eogers ;  I  hope  you  will  all 
keep  prosperous  and  happy,"  the  guard 
gave  the  signal,  and  shouted  '^  Stand 
back  there  !  "  to  the  various  persons  talk- 
ing at  the  carriage  doors,  the  engine  gave 
a  preliminary  snort,  and  the  train  was  off. 
Silvia  Clevedon  was  on  her  road  to 
London,  alone  and  in  poverty,  yet  rich  in 
the  consciousness  of  her  own  strength  of 
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purpose,  independence,  and  desire  to  do 
good ! 

About  an  hour  after  Silvia's  departure, 
Jocelyn  started  once  more  for  Clevedon 
House.  He  passed  the  lodge  gates,  with 
his  usual  nod  and  smile  to  the  gate- 
keeper. He  did  not  enter  the  house  by 
the  hall  door,  but  went  round  to  the  lawn 
on  which  the  breakfast-room  opened,  and, 
as  was  his  habit,  effected  an  entrance  by 
the  windows.  He  looked  round  him. 
Not  only  was  Silvia  not  there,  but  there 
was  a  cmious,  bare  look  about  the  place. 
A  few  stray  books  that  had  lain  upon  the 
sideboard  were  gone  ;  a  pile  of  letters  that 
had  filled  a  china  tray  on  the  mantlepiece 
were  gone  also.  Jocelyn  noticed  these 
trivial  points  in  a  moment,  and,  with  an 
odd  sensation  of  coming  evil,  went  fi'om 
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the  breakfast-room  to  the  drawing-room, 
from  the  drawing-room  to  the  library; 
and  not  finding  her  in  either  place,  went 
to  the  housekeeper's  room,  where  Mrs. 
Clevedon  had  been  in  the  habit  of  repair- 
ing after  breakfast,  and  called  at  the  door 
for  Mrs.  Wilden.  That  lady  came  hurry- 
ing out  when  she  heard  his  voice. 

''  Where  is  Miss  Clevedon  ?  "  he  asked 
anxiously.     "  Is  she  out  ?  " 

^^Yes;  she  is  indeed,  sir,"  replied 
Mrs.  "Wilden,  hurriedly.  ^'  She  has  gone 
to  London,  and  she  left  this  note  for 
you." 

Without  a  word,  Jocelyn  took  the 
letter  Mrs.  Wilden  had  drawn  from  her 
pocket,  and  went  into  the  breakfast-room, 
and  sat  down  beside  the  open  window  to 
read  it.     It  was  very  short : — 
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*^  Deak  Gilbekt  "  (it  ran) — 

^'  I  am  not  sorry  that  you  liave 
not  come  round  tliis  morning  before 
my  departui'e,  for  we  should  only  have 
distressed  each  other  needlessly.  I  shall 
never  change  my  mind  with  regard  to 
that  vital  question  between  us,  and  the 
sooner  you  forget  it  all,  the  better.  I 
should  be  miserable,  indeed,  if  I  did  not 
know  that  your  love  for  me  is,  like  my 
love  for  you,  purely  fraternal.  My  father's 
strange  method  of  providing  for  me  may 
have  led  you,  from  your  very  chivalry  as  a 
gentleman,  to  fancy  you  really  loved  me  as 
a  man  should  love  his  wife,  but  I  am  sure 
that  the  time  will  come  when  you  will 
thank  me  for  refusing  to  marry  you.  I 
have  told  you  fi'ankly  that  I  love  you  as  a 
very  dear  brother,  as  an  old  playmate  and 
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ally,  but  in  no  other  manner ;  and  yon  conld 
not  resjDect  me  if,  after  that,  I  accepted 
you  for  the  sake  of  a  home  and  money,  in 
the  hope  that  love  might  come  eyentually. 
*'You  know  how  often  I  have  said 
that  I  should  hke  to  earn  my  own  living 
in  some  way,  and,  believe  me,  it  will  do 
me  good  to  try.  I  do  not  tell  you  where 
I  am  gone,  because  then  you  would  ferret 
me  out,  and  would  not  leave  me  to  carry 
on  my  own  plans.  Now,  don't  distress 
yourself  about  me,  I  beg  of  you. 
Eemember  that  nothing  could  please  me 
better  than  that  which  I  am  doing. 
When  I  have  succeeded  somewhat,  I  will 
let  you  know — that  is,  if  your  mfe  will 
not  object,  for  you  will  be  married  by 
that  time.  Good-bye,  dear  Gilbert, 
^'  Yours  affectionately, 

^^  Silvia." 
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Jocelyn  sat  as  if  stunned  for  some 
moments  after  he  had  read  the  letter. 
He  was  in  a  maze  of  conflicting  thoughts. 
That  Silvia  would  ultimately  have  gone 
to  London,  and  would  have,  to  use  his 
generic  term  for  her  expeditions  and 
enterprises,  ^^ pottered  among  the  poor,"  he 
had  had  no  douht.  He  had  said  to  himself 
that,  as  she  was  the  most  extraordinary 
person  he  had  ever  met,  it  was  natural 
that  she  should  do  the  most  extraordinary 
things,  according  to  his  lights.  But  he 
had  never  thought  that  she  would  go  off 
the  week  after  her  father's  funeral,  and 
leave  no  clue  as  to  her  whereabouts. 
What  would  become  of  her?  he  asked 
himself.  She  had  only  three  hundred 
pounds,  and  they  would  very  quickly  go, 
and  then  what  would  happen  to  her.     He 
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knew  that  she  would  never  apply  to  her 
friends  for  money ;  and  as  for  work,  he 
did  not  much  believe  in  ladies'  powers  for 
anything    beyond    dressing    and  flirting, 
and,    though   he   knew    Silvia   to   be   an 
exceptional  person,  he  could  hardly  really 
believe  that   she  would   ever  be  able  to 
make  money  by  her  own  exertions.     He 
was  bitterly  disappointed  to  find  that  she 
had  escaped  him,  and  yet  mingled  with 
the    sorrow  was   something  like  pride  of 
her   disinterested   and  high-spirited  con- 
duct.     The   provisions    of  the    admiral's 
will    had    mortified   Jocelyn   as   well   as 
Silvia.       As    Silvia    had    remarked,    he 
would  have  preferred  to  have  asked  her 
to  be  his  wife  at  his  own  discretion,  and 
he  had  hardly  dared  expect  that  Silvia, 
of  all  persons  in  the  world,  would  accept 
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the  propositions  dictated  by  her  father. 
Therefore,  while  he  was  inexpressibly 
distressed  at  the  fact  that  she  had  gone 
to  London — he  knew  not  to  whom  or  to 
what  part — he  could  not  help  admiring 
the  spirit  that  had  prompted  her  to 
action. 

*^  Well,  there  are  not  many  fellows  who 
would  grumble,"  he  muttered  to  himself, 
as  he  sauntered  back  to  the  Eagle, 
Silvia's  letter  carefully  folded  in  his 
pocket,  ''  at  having  a  fine  old  house  and 
a  fair  income  left  them,  unencumbered 
with  a  wife ;  but  I  can't  say  that  I  like  it. 
I  shall  never  feel  at  ease  in  the  place 
while  Silvia  is  out  in  the  world,  working ; 
and  I  don't  see  why  Silvia  should  ever 
alter  her  mind  about  me,  so  as  to  make 
it   all   straight   that  way.       The   money 
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and  tlie  house  ought  to  be  hers,  and  I'm 
sure  I  would  gladly  give  it  back  to  her ; 
but  I  don't  see  who  is  to  persuade  her 
to  consent  to  such  a  thing,  when  she  has 
once  made  up  her  mind. 

^' There  is  one  thing  quite  cei-tain, 
however,"  he  said,  mentally,  while 
smoking  his  cigar,  after  lunch,  on  the 
Eagle  balcony.  "  I  shall  leave  this  place, 
immediately.  I  can't  put  up  with 
Lyndwood  any  longer,  and  shall  see 
if  I  can  get  over  the  whole  affair  at 
Homburg  or  Wiesbaden." 
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CHAPTEK  III. 

The  incident  at  the  oj^era  in  the  early 
spring  made  a  profound  impression  upon 
Eoyle.  It  showed  him  the  hoUowness  of 
the  life  he  had  been  leading,  the  utter 
insecuiity  of  the  ground  upon  which 
he  had  been  standing ;  and  it  seemed 
marvellous  that  some  contretemps  of  the 
kind  had  never  occurred  before.  There 
should  be  no  opportunity  for  anything 
similar  to  occur  again,  he  said  to  himself 
repeatedly.  He  was  determined  to  fly  no 
more  false  colours.  His  prestige  should  not 


54  A  WOMAN   OF   MIND. 

be  that  of  money  in  future.  He  would 
work ;  he  would  make  a  name,  he  said  to 
himself,  so  that  ultimately  Silvia  should 
be  proud  of  having  known  him.  Without 
realizing  the  significance  of  the  fact, 
he  was  conscious  that  Silvia  was  the 
dominant  figure  in  all  these  bold  and 
independent  plans  of  his.  Silvia's  was 
the  mind  to  be  influenced,  Silvia's  was 
the  opinion  to  be  sought,  Silvia's  was  the 
praise  to  which  he  aspired;  and  if  he 
had  known  that  Silvia  would  be  beyond 
his  reach  when  success  came  to  him,  the 
knowledge  might  have  had  a  serious 
efi'ect  upon  his  brave  resolves.  But, 
fortunately,  the  wisest  of  us  cannot  read 
the  future,  or  many  of  the  great  deeds 
of  all  time  would  have  been  left  undone ; 
and  Koyle  went  on  boldly  planning  and 
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scheming,  and  hoping  and  di'eaming.  He 
worked  hard,  too  ;  he  was  studying  night 
and  day,  his  brain  ever  on  the  alert,  his 
mind  ever  occupied.  He  had  had  several 
violent  discussions  with  his  father  before 
his  position  as  a  worker  was  recognized 
in  Laurel  Lodge ;  and  on  more  than 
one  occasion  the  contention  had  been 
gradually  calmed  by  Mr.  William  Dawson, 
who  sympathized  strongly  T\ith  his  future 
brother-in-law,  and  whose  loudly  ex- 
pressed sentiments  had  their  due  effect 
on  Mr.  Eoyle,  because  of  the  money  that 
backed  them. 

^^  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  governor,"  said 
Mr.  Dawson  again  and  again  to  the 
father  of  his  betrothed;  ''you  ought  to 
be  proud  of  such  a  son.  He's  a  brave, 
bold  fellow,  and  he'll  make  a  name,  take 
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my  word  for  it,  that  will  do  him  far  more 
credit  than  if  he  continued  hanging  on 
to  the  upper  ten.  Dawson,  senior,  is 
always  enlarging  on  the  advantages  you 
enjoy  in  apparent  unconsciousness,  and 
foremost  among  them  is  the  possession 
of  a  son  who  is  independent  enough  to 
wish  to  work,  when  you  only  wish  him  to 
play.  Don't  you  be  too  hard  on  young 
Pliihp,  governor ;  let  all  the  good  in  him 
come  out," 

At  which  Mr.  Eoyle  invariably  tossed 
his  head,  and  declared  that  all  young 
men  strove  to  uphold  each  other ;  but 
Dawson's  remarks  had  their  effect,  not- 
withstanding. 

Eoyle  had  given  up  his  rooms  in 
Eegent  Street,  and  had  taken  refuge  in 
one  of  the   streets   that   slope  fi'om  the 
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Strand  to  tlie  river.  His  father  still  made 
him  an  allowance,  which  had  been  fixed 
upon  when  the  question  of  work  had  been 
really  forced  upon  him,  but  it  was  only 
as  much  as  would  allow  Eoyle  to  pursue 
his  studies  without  breaking  in  upon  his 
time  in  order  to  earn  his  daily  bread. 
And  in  that  alone  he  was  still  more 
favoured  than  the  mass  of  workers,  who 
are  compelled  to  fritter  themselves  away 
for  the  necessities  of  life,  leaving  the 
great  achievement  of  which  they  feel 
they  are  capable  for  a  future  time  that 
only  too  often  never  comes.  The  painter 
has  to  spend  his  soul  on  "pot-boilers," 
while  the  magic  canvas  that  shall  stamp 
his  name  in  the  annals  of  glory  is  turned 
to  the  wall ;  the  scientific  student  must 
dabble    in   vain   and    futile    learning    in 
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order  to  live,  while  the  beneficent  system 
that  shall  carry  his  reputation  to  posterity 
is  growing  bit  by  bit  in  his  brain ;  the 
author  must,  perforce,  write  here,  there, 
and  everywhere,  in  snatches  that  later 
on  he  mil  rather  not  own,  with  a  view 
of  being  at  last  able  to  conclude  the 
Tiiagnum  ojnts  in  his  desk.  But  Eoyle 
had  the  inexpressible  advantage  of  having 
his  daily  bread  provided  for  him.  He 
was  able  to  give  his  whole  soul  to  his 
work,  and  it  may  have  been  that  the 
possibility  of  absorbing  himself  entu'ely 
in  the  one  range  of  ideas  and  thoughts 
was  intimately  concerned  with  the  result. 
He  was  so  determined  to  succeed  that  he 
lost  not  the  smallest  opportunity  that 
he  believed  to  be  conducive  to  success. 
He  pored  over  volume   after  volume  for 
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the  elucidation  of  some  trivial  detail ;  lie 
consulted  well-known  authorities  at  every 
minute  incident ;  and  he  paced  up  and 
down  his  room  sometimes  in  a  fever  of 
delight  at  a  fancied  improvement,  while 
at  other  times  he  would  walk  gloomily 
down  to  the  end  of  his  street,  and  tell 
himself  that  it  would  be  wiser  to  plunge 
into  the  muddy  Thames,  and  have  done 
with  everything,  for  the  success  of  which 
he  dreamt  would  never  come. 

The  days  and  weeks  and  months  that 
brought  him  nearer  his  goal  went  rapidly 
by  in  this  manner.  He  never  regretted 
the  easy,  lazy  life  he  had  left.  With  the 
exception  of  one  brilliant  figure,  the  world 
in  which  he  had  joked  and  flirted  and 
idled  for  so  long  passed  away  fi'om  his 
mind,  to  be  recalled  for  a  second,  now  and 
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then,  by  a  bow  fi'om  a  barouche,  or  a  nod 
from  a  careless  lounger ;  and  as  his 
interest  in  his  studies  grew  deeper,  his 
discontent  cleared  away,  he  found  himself 
growing  gayer  and  lighter-hearted  than 
he  had  been  for  many  months,  he  was 
ready  for  a  laugh  with  ^^the  girls"  at 
Laurel  Lodge,  and  could  heartily  enjoy 
the  broad  humour  of  Dawson's  vulgarity. 
His  sisters,  too,  began  to  reaUze  that 
there  might  have  been  some  grounds  for 
his  popularity  among  the  women  of  the 
upper  classes.  Ellen  and  Juha  were  ready 
to  own  that  '^  Philip  was  certainly  good- 
looking,  and  could  make  himself  agreeable 
if  he  chose;  "  while  the  youngest,  Effie, 
looked  up  to  her  brother,  in  his  manly 
determination  and  courage,  with  all  the 
enthusiasm  of  her  youth  and  high  spirit. 
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Eoyle  was  gaining  something  from  his 
change  of  Ufe,  if  it  were  only  the  better 
feeling  creeping  up  around  him  in  his 
home.  For  even  his  father,  bitterly  as 
he  disapproved  of  his  son's  action,  was 
altering  the  tone  of  his  grumbling,  and 
his  anger  was  giving  way  to  loudly  ex- 
pressed pity  and  commiseration.  He 
could  not  refuse,  moreover,  to  enjoy  his 
son's  society;  and  to  Effie  it  was  a  perfect 
study  of  character  to  watch  her  father's 
growing  interest  in  Phihp's  frequent 
visits,  to  see  his  face  brighten  when 
Phihp's  voice  was  heard  in  the  hall,  to 
note  his  furtive  smiles  at  Phihp's  bold 
opinions  and  quick  retorts. 

The  spring  and  summer  went  by,  and 
it  was  not  until  the  autumn  was  nearly 
over    that    Eoyle 's    haK-formed    dreams 
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and  aspirations  received  a  sudden  check. 
It  was  in  early  November,  when,  on 
reaching  Laurel  Lodge  one  evening, 
Eoyle  found  his  sisters  more  gaily  attired 
than  was  their  wont ;  found  that  the 
work-baskets  were  put  away,  and  that 
his  father  and  Dawson  had  foregone 
their  usual  rough  grey  coats  in  favour 
of  solemn  black. 

"What's  the  matter?"  cried  Eoyle, 
as  he  entered  the  room  where  the  party 
had  assembled.  '' Ai'e  you  going  to  have 
a  penny  reading  here  ?  " 

"If  we  have  anything,  it  will  be 
prayers,"  exclaimed  Dawson.  "The 
Kev.  Augustus  is  coming,  with  his 
brother;  so  we  are  all  trying  to  look 
sanctimonious,  which  will  be  pleasant 
for  the  brother,  who  is  not  at  all  clerical — 
quite  the  reverse,  I  am  told." 
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*^  But  what  do  they  wanfc  here  ?  "  asked 
Eoyle,  as  he  sat  down  at  the  table. 

**  Well,  one  of  them  wants  your  sister 
Charlotte,  and  the  other  one  wants  your 
sister  Effie,  I  beheve,"  rephed  Dawson, 
with  uncompromising  frankness. 

A  chorus  of  voices  exclaimed,  ''Wil- 
liam, don't  be  so  absurd!"  and  in  the 
midst  of  some  playful  recriminations  from 
''  William,"  the  parlour-maid  threw  open 
the  door,  and  announced — 

*'  The  Eev.  Augustus  W^entworth  and 
Mr.  Walter  Wentworth." 

''  If  the  Eev.  Augustus  finds  fault  ^dth 
our  levity,"  whispered  Dawson,  hurriedly, 
''  we  must  say  we  are  Shakers  !  " 

The  Eev.  Augustus  did  not  seem 
disposed,  however,  to  criticize  anything. 
His  face  expanded  into  one  broad,  bland 
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smile,  as  he  entered  the  room  and 
introduced  his  brother  to  Mr.  Koyle, 
observing,  as  his  excuse,  that  his  brother 
had  met  the  young  ladies  at  a  choir 
practice,  and  much  wished  to  renew 
the  acquaintance.  Mr.  Koyle  having 
graciously  responded,  an  extensive  cam- 
paign of  hand-shaking  was  opened ;  at 
the  conclusion  of  which,  before  any 
introduction  could  be  attempted,  a 
recognition  took  place  between  Walter 
Wentworth  and  Philip,  to  the  astonish- 
ment of  all  present. 

^'  So  you  have  met  already?  "  exclaimed 
the  Eev.  Augustus.  ''Why,  what  a  curious 
chance,  to  be  sure." 

''Yes;  we  were  down  in  Hampshire 
together,"  said  young  Wentworth,  eyeing 
Koyle  with  some  curiosity.     "  That  wa& 
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where  I  first  met  you,  was  it  not?  "  lie 
asked,  turning  towards  Eoyle. 

*'  I  think  it  was,"  repHed  Eoyle. 

*'But  I  saw  you  very  often  in  town 
afterwards,"  said  Wentworth,  pursuing 
his  train  of  thought,  after  the  party  had 
subsided  into  their  seats,  and  the  Eev. 
Augustus  was  akeady  talking  apart  with 
two  of  the  young  ladies.  '^  You  used 
to  be  always  with  the  Clevedons,  don't 
you  remember  ?  By  Jove !  what  a 
handsome  gui  Miss  Clevedon  was  !  " 

^'  Was  not  that  the  name  of  your  tall 
friend  in  white,  that  we  met  at  the 
opera?"  asked  Dawson,  addressing 
Eoyle ;  and  as  Eoyle  nodded  in  reply, 
he  continued,  ''  She  certainly  was  the 
handsomest  woman  I  have  ever  seen, — 
might  have  been  the  wife  of  Juhus  C^sar, 
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or  one  of  those  autocratic  kind  of  old 
Eomans,  who  were  supposed  to  wither 
people  up  when  they  frowned,  and  melt 
them  when  they  smiled.  She  looked  as 
if  she  had  a  temper  of  her  own,  too, 
and  would  throw  the  whole  breakfast 
service  at  her  husband's  head,  if  his 
views  of  soap-boiling  didn't  hold  with 
hers." 

'^  Her  husband  is  a  calm,  easy-going 
sort  of  fellow,"  said  Wentworth.  ^'I 
dare  say  you  know  him  well  enough, 
Koyle." 

"What,  is  Miss  Clevedon  married?" 
asked  Royle,  his  face  betraying  nothing 
of  the  strange  weight  that  seemed  to  fall 
suddenly  upon  him. 

"  Yes.  It  was  all  very  quiet,  you 
know,"     said    Wentworth.     "  They    say 
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it  was  all  arranged  before  the  admiraFs 
death,  because  he  left  all  his  fortune 
to  Jocelyn ;  so  that  directly  he  was  dead 
and  buried,  Jocelyn  and  Miss  Clevedon 
were  married  quietly,  and  went  off  to  the 
continent.  It's  a  lucky  stroke  of  fortune 
for  him,  is  it  not  ?  " 

The  fun  was  not  fast  and  furious  at  the 
Royles'  that  night,  but  there  was  an 
evident  proportion  of  Hght-heartedness. 
The  Eev.  Augustus  displayed  very  secular 
leanings  towards  a  pipe  and  a  glass  of 
something  hot ;  his  brother  devot-ed 
himseK  zealously  to  the  young  ladies  in 
general,  and  to  Effie  in  particular ; 
Dawson  sang  his  most  characteristic 
comic  songs,  accompanied  on  the  piano 
by  his  betrothed,  and  occasionally  insisted 
on   the    company  joining  in  the   chorus, 
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while  the  Eev.  Augustus  looked  on  in 
apparent  delight ;  the  ladies  rendered 
homage  to  their  entertainers  by  peals  of 
laughter,  and  by  exerting  themselves 
in  the  conversational  art  of  *' giving  as 
good  as  you  send;"  and  Philip  and  his 
father  were  by  no  means  behind-hand 
in  promoting  the  comfort  and  amusement 
of  the  two  young  men.  But  when  it  was 
all  over ;  when  all  the  pretty  speeches 
had  been  made  ;  when  young  Wentworth 
had  whispered  to  Effie  that  he  should 
not  rest  till  he  met  her  again ;  when 
general  thanks  had  been  expressed  for 
a  most  enjoyable  evening  ;  when  fatherly, 
brotherly,  sisterly,  loverly,  and  friendly 
greetings  had  been  exchanged,  and  the 
two  Wentwoi-ths  went  away  in  one 
direction,    Koyle    and     Dawson    in    the 
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other,  the  evening  was  briefly  summed 
up  thus  : — 

'*  My  dear  Gus,"  said  young  Went- 
worth  to  his  brother,  ^'  what  terribly 
vulgar  people  !  If  the  girl  had  not  been 
so  pretty,  I  could  not  have  borne  such 
an  evening.  To  find  Eoyle  there,  too, 
was  a  perfect  mystery." 

^' I  can  explain  all  that,"  answered  the 
Eev.  Augustus.  ^'  The  people  are,  of 
course,  very  vulgar ;  but  they  are  also 
very  hospitable  and  agreeable,  and  I 
can't  afford  to  neglect  them,  for  they 
are  of  great  help  in  the  parish." 

^^  Well,  old  boy,"  said  Dawson  to 
Boyle,  ^'how  have  you  enjoyed  yourself? 
I  flatter  myself  I  gave  those  two  young 
gentlemen  a  fair  specimen  of  my 
accompUshments ;    and  when  they  want 
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a  rattling  comic  song  in  future,  they 
will  know  where  to  get  it.  *  Sing 
something  serious,'  says  July,  now  and 
then.  But  I  have  no  taste  for  your  music 
of  groans  and  moans,  and  tears  and  fears. 
Either  people  have  had  no  troubles,  and 
don't  understand  what  you  are  driving 
at,  or  they  have  had  them,  and  you  won't 
do  them  any  good  by  crying  over  spilt 
milk.  So  what  I  say  is,  let's  have 
a  characteristic  comic  song  of  the  period, 
and  let  all  the  company  join  in  the 
chorus." 

^'  The  choiTis  was  noisy  enough  to- 
night, at  all  events,"  said  Eoyle.  ^*  To 
tell  you  the  tiiith,  I  am  somewhat  tired 
now,  and  shall  jump  into  the  first  cab 
I  meet ;  so  don't  come  beyond  your  own 
door,  Dawson,  there's  a  good  fellow." 
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It  was  with  a  sense  of  relief  that  Eoyle 
found  himself  at  last  in  his  rooms  that 
night,  free  to  pace  np  and  down  in  pro- 
found thought,  as  long  as  he  liked.  His 
mind  was  in  a  whirl ;  such  a  revolution 
had  been  effected  in  his  group  of  ideas 
that  he  could  hardly  put  himseK  into 
his  accustomed  train  of  thought.  It 
seemed  to  him,  at  first,  that  the  main- 
spring of  his  work  and  ambition  was 
gone  ;  the  labour  to  which  Silvia  had  en- 
couraged him  appeared  vain  and  useless  ; 
the  success  on  which  he  had  counted  had 
lost  its  brightest  element.  The  shock 
had  come  suddenly  upon  him.  He  had 
never  thought  of  the  possibihty  of  her 
marriage  ;  he  had  completely  appro- 
priated her  in  his  own  mind;  he  had 
taken    possession    of    her   thoughts   and 
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fancies,  and  theories  and  opinions  ;  and 
it  had  seemed  to  him  that  she  belonged 
entii-ely  to  him — that  she  was  a  guide, 
philosopher,  and  friend,  to  whom  he 
might  tm'n  at  any  moment,  and  on 
whose  sympathy  and  advice  he  might 
always  rely.  Now,  however,  that  she 
was  married,  the  illusion  was  wholly 
gone  ;  the  friendship  was  impossible. 
Jocelyn  would  never  allow  him  to  be 
intimate  with  his  wife  ;  besides,  an  in- 
definable something  told  him  that  such 
an  intimacy  would  not  be  right — would 
not  be  honourable.  No  ;  he  must  make 
up  his  mind  to  the  fact  that  the  dreams 
he  had  formed  respecting  Silvia  were  all 
dispersed.  She  was  married,  and  he  did 
not  feel  quite  sure  that  a  platonic  at- 
tachment would  be   a   safe   experiment, 
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even  if  her  husband  were  disposed  to 
allow  it. 

And  what  did  it  matter,  after  all  ?  he 
said  to  himself  again  and  again,  as  he 
turned  restlessly  backwards  and  forwards 
in  his  bed ;  if  she  had  not  married  Joce- 
lyn,  she  would  have  married  some  one 
else,  and  the  result  would  always  have 
been  the  same  to  him.  He  could  not 
expect  her  to  remain  free  for  his  sake ; 
it  was  altogether  preposterous,  and  he 
would  not  worry  himself  about  her  any 
longer.  So  he  argued;  but  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  adhere  to  his  resolution. 

He  lay  wide  awake  for  some  time,  his 
mind  ever  harping  on  the  one  theme, 
and  when  at  last  from  sheer  weariness 
he  fell  asleep,  he  was  conscious,  even  in 
his  dreams,  of  some  vague  disaster  that 
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had  befallen  him.  The  next  morning 
found  him  dull,  hstless,  and  dreamy ;  and 
as  he  sauntered  into  his  little  sitting- 
room,  hook  in  hand,  to  take  his  solitary 
breakfast,  he  could  not  help  asking  him- 
self, for  the  thousandth  time,  why  he 
should  feel  so  depressed. 

A  man  of  genius,  who  is  among  the 
living  celebrities  of  the  civilized  world, 
has  declared  that  he  awoke  h'om  his 
dreams  and  illusions  suddenly  one  morn- 
ing over  his  coffee,  and  realized  in  one 
quick  moment,  as  he  stirred  the  fragrant 
liquid,  that  the  visions  he  had  cherished 
of  a  paradise  of  pure  beauty  and  faithful 
love  were  chimerical — that  work  was  the 
only  true  happiness.  Something  of  the 
kind  happened  to  Eoyle.  He  never  could 
remember   exactly  how  it   came   about ; 
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lie  only  knew  that  as  he  sat  at  the  table, 
gazing  vacantly  at  the  cup  of  strong  tea 
he  had  poured  out  for  himself,  he  reaUzed, 
suddenly  and  iiTevocably,  why  that 
strange  weight  had  fallen  upon  his  heart 
the  previous  evening,  amidst  the  light 
gossip  at  Laurel  Lodge. 

''  My  God  !  is  it  because  I  love  her  ?  " 
he  asked  himself,  as  the  light  of  truth 
broke  in  upon  him  ;  and  an  indefinable 
something,  a  still,  small  voice,  answered 
the  question  he  had  put. 

For  days  the  idea  haunted  him;  the 
novelty  and  the  certainty  of  it  appalled 
him,  and  the  bright  hopes,  the  radiant 
visions,  which  are  usually  prominent  in 
the  earlier  stages  of  the  master-passion, 
did  not  exist  for  him.  How  could  he 
hope,  since  Sil^da  was   married?     What 
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vision  could  lie  cherishj  since  Silvia  did 
not  love  him?  For  so  strongly  was  he 
impressed  with  Silvia's  truth,  that  he 
never  for  a  moment  believed  that  she  had 
married  Jocelyn  without  loving  him.  He 
went  over  every  incident  that  he  could 
remember  of  their  acquaintance ;  he  did 
his  best  to  recall  every  meeting,  every 
discussion  that  had  taken  place  between 
them,  and  he  was  at  a  loss  to  understand 
why  he  had  fallen  in  love  with  her.  She 
had  given  him  no  encouragement,  as  the 
conventional  phrase  runs  ;  she  had  simply 
talked  to  him  in  her  own  frank,  kindly 
manner,  had  taught  him  the  worthless- 
ness  of  the  hfe  he  had  been  leading,  and 
had  inspired  him  to  seek  independence. 

He  could  not  understand  himself;  he 
could  not  see  why  he  had  grown  to  love 
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her.  He  was  convinced  that  he  mnst  use 
his  mightiest  efforts  to  stamp  out  and 
destroy  this  deep  affection  within  him ; 
and  he  turned  with  renewed  ardour  to 
his  work,  determined  that,  in  some  future 
time,  she  should  he  proud  to  have  known 
him.  His  was  a  brave,  strong  nature, 
that  did  not  waste  and  fritter  its  resources 
in  endless  repinings  and  self-communings. 
He  looked  the  truth  boldly  in  the  face, 
realized  that  he  loved  with  all  his  heart 
and  soul  a  woman  who  was  married  and 
did  not  love  him,  resolved  that  he  must 
do  his  utmost  for  his  o^ti  peace  of  mind 
to  forget  her,  and  turned  with  unswerving 
determination  to  that  best  of  all  panaceas 
in  such  cases — work, 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

It  was  not  tiU  Silvia  reached  Waterloo 
Station,  at  about  half-past  two  o'clock  on 
one  of  the  first  days  in  October,  and  stood 
alone  on  the  platform  waiting  for  her 
luggage,  amid  the  crowd  of  people,  that 
her  new  life  actually  began.  "Waterloo 
Station  never  looks  inviting,  and  on  this 
dull  grey  day  it  seemed  particularly 
depressmg  to  those  who  came  fresh  from 
the  green  slopes  and  clear  air  of  Hamp- 
shire. Silvia  looked  about  her  with 
curious  eyes;    the  familiar  landmarks  of 
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the  place  wore  a  different  appearance, 
because  of  the  difference  of  her  circum- 
stances. Her  pleasant  country  life  was 
over,  her  rambles  in  the  wide  wild  forest 
were  pleasures  of  the  past,  her  drives  with 
her  mother  through  the  quaint  and  quiet 
villages  were  only  memories ;  and  as  she 
thought  of  that  well-loved  mother  lying 
in  her  grave  so  many  miles  away,  her 
face  grew  very  sad  and  serious.  One  or 
two  persons  turned  to  look  at  her,  and 
seeing  her  alone  and  in  deep  black, 
muttered,  ^'Poor  gui !  "  and  passed  on. 
The  porter  who  secured  her  luggage  and 
put  her  into  a  cab  was  deferential  and 
even  gentle,  judging  that  she  was  in  some 
trouble ;  and  his  sympathy  was  pure 
speculation,  for  he  could  not  have  known 
that  she  would  give  him  a  shilling. 
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^^  Charlotte  Street,  Fitzroy  Square," 
was  the  address  she  had  given  the  cab- 
man, and  as  she  was  driven  along  the  busy 
London  streets  in  the  noisy  four-wheeler, 
she  was  speculating  anxiously  as  to  her 
choice  of  a  refuge.  She  had  plenty  of 
fashionable  acquaintances  in  London,  but 
no  fiiends  of  her  own  class  to  whom 
she  could  turn  in  such  a  strait.  At  one 
time  she  had  thought  of  taking  rooms 
in  the  house  of  her  pretty  maid  Ellen, 
who  had  some  time  before  married  a 
journeyman  baker,  and  was  estabhshed 
in  a  London  suburb,  letting  lodgings; 
but  she  wished  to  be  near  the  central 
district,  and  prefeiTcd  the  Bohemian- 
squalor  of  the  Fitzroy  quarter,  to  the 
genteel  sameness  of  Clapham,  Notwith- 
standing this,  however,  her  heart  sank, 
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for  a  moment,  as  the  cab  drove  up  to 
a  specially  dingy  house  in  the  dingy 
street;  and  she  glanced  at  the  group 
of  dirty  children  about  the  doorstep  in 
dismay. 

One  of  them,  catching  sight  of  her, 
made  a  rush  and  a  dive  down  the 
area  steps,  screaming,  ^^  Mother,  mother, 
here's  Miss  Clevedon ! "  The  result  of 
which  energetic  action  was  that  before 
the  cabman  had  contrived  to  knock  at  the 
door,  Mrs.  Johnson,  the  ex-lodgekeeper's 
wife,  had  thrown  it  open,  exclaiming — 

^^Why,  I  am  sm-prised,  miss!  What- 
ever can  be  the  matter  ?  " 

"  The  matter  is  that  I  want  a  lodging 
somewhere,  Mrs.  Johnson,"  said  Silvia. 
*^  Have  you  any  rooms  to  let  ?  Can  the 
cabman  bring  my  trunks  in  here  ?  " 

VOL.  H.  G 
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*^Yes,  there  are  plenty  of  rooms, 
miss,"  Mrs.  Jolmson  answered,  with 
something  like  bitterness  on  her  gentle 
face.     ^'Nofear  of  that.'' 

She  stood  at  the  door  in  blank  amaze- 
ment, and  while  the  great  trunks  were 
placed  in  the  hall,  she  tried  to  wave 
away  the  groups  of  grimy  children  who 
had  collected  about  the  steps ;  and  when 
the  cabman  was  paid,  and  she  had  led 
Silvia  into  the  front  parlour,  she  ex- 
.  claimed — 

''  Well,  it  does  me  good  to  see  your 
face  again,  somehow  or  another,  miss, 
though  I'm  very  sorry  that  it's  trouble 
that  has  brought  you  here.  Have  you 
lost  anybody,  miss  ?  "  she  asked,  glancing 
at  Silvia's  black  clothes  with  sympathy. 

^'  I  have   lost   everybody,"  Silvia   an- 
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swerecT,  gazing  blankly  out  of  the 
window.  *^  My  mother  and  my  father 
are  dead,  and  Mr.  Jocelyn  does  not 
loiow  where  I  am.  I  have  very  little 
money  left,  and  have  no  friends  who 
would  care  for  me  without  my  money, 
so  I  am  come  to  live  by  myself,  and  to 
work  for  myself.  I  came  to  you,  Mrs. 
Johnson,  because  I  wished  you  to  have 
the  benefit  of  the  money  I  spent,  and 
I  thought  the  rent  I  should  pay  would 
be  a  positive  help  to  you." 

^'  Thank  you,  miss ;  you  were  always 
so  kind  and  thoughtful  for  us,"  muttered 
Mrs.  Johnson,  who  had  not  yet  recovered 
from  her  surprise.  ^'It  certainly  will  ba 
a  help,  for  we  have  not  been  very  flourish- 
ing. Johnson's  working  just  now,  it's 
true,  but  he  was  for  a  long  time  quite 
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empty-handed.  Then,  these  rooms  don't 
seem  to  let  Avell.  I  can't  say  how  it  is,. 
l)iit  it  do  seem  as  if  there  was  such  a 
thing  as  hick.  There's  Mrs.  Green  next 
door  has  got  her  house  full,  while  I've 
never  let  my  drawing-rooms  hut  once, 
and  for  the  last  two  or  three  months 
have  onty  had  my  second-floor  hack 
lodger,  who  is  a  nice  gentleman  enough, 
but  doesn't  bring  in  much.  I  shall  be 
very  glad  indeed  to  have  you,  though,, 
miss,  and  will  try  to  do  my  best  for  you 
in  every  way." 

After  some  discussion  of  ways  and 
means,  it  was  decided  that  Silvia  should 
occuj)y  the  front  and  back  parlours,  for  the 
consideration  of  one  pound  sterling  the 
week,  and  that  Mrs.  Johnson  should  buy 
her  provisions  for  her,  and  cook  them,. 
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•and  give  her  a  weekly  bill,  in  which  due 
-charge  wonld  be  made  for  attendance 
and  the  trouble  of  buying  and  cooking. 
These  points  being  settled,  Mrs.  Johnson 
judged  it  necessary  to  return  to  her  baby 
in  the  kitchen,  and  Silvia  was  left  alone. 
She  could  hardly  realize  the  vast 
-change  that  had  taken  place  in  her  life ; 
and  as  she  looked  round  the  parlour 
which  was  thenceforth  to  be  her  home, 
it  seemed  to  her  still  as  if  she  were  in 
ft  di-eam,  and  would  wake  presently  to 
lind  herself  back  in  her  luxurious  room 
at  Clevedon  House.  She  noted  every 
■detail  of  furniture  unconsciously  and 
involuntarily;  she  wondered  where  Mrs. 
Johnson  had  discovered  the  china  vases 
that  decked  the  mantelpiece ;  she  specu- 
lated as  to  the  cost  of  the  straight-backed 
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cliairs  and  sofa  ;  slie  followed  every  twist 
and  turn  of  tlie  bright  i^attern  on  the 
tablecloth,  the  thoughts  passing  through 
her  mind  in  a  lazy,  aimless  sort  of  way. 
Then  she  turned  to  the  window,  and  for 
a  few  moments  looked  into  the  dreary 
street,  at  the  black  houses  opposite, 
standing  in  bold  relief  against  the  grey 
sky.  Xot  a  ray  of  the  sunhght  that  had 
shone  over  hill  and  dale  and  field  and 
forest  in  Hampshire  only  that  veiy 
morning,  had  enlivened  the  metropoHs ; 
and  as  Silvia  bent  her  head  to  look  down 
the  street,  the  cheerful  prospect  of  the 
New  Road  in  the  distance  was  veiled  by 
an  obliging  mist  rising  in  Fitzroy  Square. 
From  the  front  room  she  went  to  the 
bedroom  at  the  back,  which  was  separ- 
ated  from   the    sitting-room    by  folding 
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doors  ;  and  after  a  lengthy  contemplation 
of  the  backs  of  houses,  of  strips  of  yard, 
of    water-butts     and    clothes-Hnes    and 
broken  flower-pots,  she   returned  to  her 
parlour,    and   commenced   her   career   of 
self-help    by  taking   a  match    from   the 
mantelpiece  and  applying  it  to  the  fire, 
wliich  was  already  laid.     The  wood  burnt 
quickly,    the    coal   crackled    and    flamed 
cheerily ;  and  as  Silvia,  having  taken  off 
her  hat  and  jacket,  sat  down  in  one  of 
the    stiff    armchau's    within    the    warm 
glow,  she  said  to  herself — 

"At  all  events,  a  fire  does  not  burn 
one  way  for  the  rich  and  another  way  for 
the  poor!  " 

She  sat  a  long  time  that  afternoon  in 
the  firehght,  pondering  over  her  strange 
position;  thinking  over  the  easy  grooves 


88  A  WOMAN  OF   MIND. 

in  which  her  life  would  have  run  had  she 
consented  to  marry  Jocelyn ;  thinking  of 
the  pleasant  and  unpleasant  acquaint- 
ances from  whom  she  had  thoroughly 
separated  herself ;  thinking  of  the  struggle 
before  her. 

It  was  somewhat  late  in  the  afternoon 
when  Mrs.  Johnson  appeared  again, 
ostensibly  for  the  purpose  of  seeing  if 
Miss  Clevedon  wanted  anything;  but 
with  an  evident  feminine  leaning  towards 
a  conversation  that  would  satisfy  her 
curiosity. 

*'  I  hope  you  don't  feel  too  lonesome, 
miss,"  the  good  woman  said,  when 
Silvia's  meal  of  tea  and  a  chop  had  been 
decided  upon.  ^^I've  been  thinking  of 
you  so  often  while  I  have  been  busy 
downstairs,  but  I  didn't  like  to  come  up 
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and  disturb  you ;  and,  besides,  I  was 
obliged  to  do  my  cleaning  before  Johnson 
comes  home.  Won't  you  come  down, 
miss,  and  see  how  comfortable  it  all  is, 
and  how  baby  has  got  on  ?  " 

*^  Certainly,  I  will,"  rephed  Silvia;  and 
Mrs.  Johnson  led  the  way  to  the  kitchen, 
hastening  to  Hght  the  gas,  that  it  might 
be  seen  in  all  its  splendour. 

The  three  children  had  gathered  round 
the  fire — the  two  younger  ones  in  the 
charge  of  the  elder,  who,  being  more 
than  nine  years  of  age,  was  considered 
a  veteran  —  and  were  casting  longing 
glances  at  the  bread  and  butter,  which 
with  tea-cups,  and  milk-jug,  and  sugar- 
basin,  were  spread  out  at  one  end  of 
the  table.  The  i^lace  looked  fairly  clean 
and  comfortable — very  different,   indeed, 
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to  the  bright  neatness  of  the  lodge  at 
Lyndwoocl,  where  she  had  last  seen 
them — but  still  fairly  clean  and  comfort- 
able. The  children,  however,  were  paler 
than  they  had  been  in  the  fresh  New 
Porest  air,  and  the  elder  one,  Annie, 
had  a  worn  look  on  her  little  face  that 
does  not  come,  as  a  rule,  of  country  life. 
She  it  was  who  remembered  Silvia,  and 
who  had  been  the  first  to  fly  to  her 
mother  and  prepare  her.  Mrs.  Johnson 
did  not  seem  to  perceive  the  difference 
that  Silvia  saw  in  their  appearance,  and 
she  said  cheerfully — 

''  They  have  got  on  nicely,  all  of  them, 
haven't  they,  miss  ?  Baby  was  crawHng 
about  when  you  last  saw  him,  and  now 
he's  as  firm  on  his  feet  as  he  can  be. 
Lizzie's  a  good  girl  enough  too ;  and  as 
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for  Annie,  I  don't  know  what  we  should 
do  without  her.  She  tided  over  many  a 
difficulty  for  us,  when  Johnson  was  out 
of  work." 

^^What,  httle  Annie  there?"  ex- 
claimed Silvia. 

"Yes,  miss,  that  she  did.  She  went 
to  a  lady's  house  every  afternoon  to  hold 
the  baby,  and  was  paid  two  shillings  a 
week,  and  in  the  mornings  she  stopped 
at  home  and  looked  after  the  house,  while 
I  went  out  scrubbing,  or  washing,  or 
sewing,  or  what  not." 

"  Poor  Httle  Annie  !  "  murmured  Silvia^ 
stroking  the  child's  face  with  her  hand, 
and  smihng  kindly  into  the  wondering"^ 
young  eyes. 

At  that  moment,  a  heavy  tread  was 
heard  on  the  area  steps,  and  in  a  second. 
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the  outer  door  was  flung  open,  and 
Johnson  entered,  his  clothes  hearing 
ample  testimony  that  he  was  following 
the  stonemason's  calling.  The  man 
looked  savage  and  sullen ;  his  face  was 
thin  and  haggard,  and  he  did  not  seem 
either  so  broad  or  so  stalwart  as  when 
he  was  leading  an  easy  and  comparatively 
free  life  at  Lyndwood.  He  turned  sharply 
towards  his  wife,  as  he  saw  the  tall,  black- 
robed  figure  standing  beside  Annie,  as 
if  to  ask  her  what  the  intrusion  meant. 

*'Good  evening,  Johnson,"  said  Silvia  ; 
and,  as  she  spoke,  she  could  not  but  see 
that  he  remembered  her,  and  that  his 
face  grew  more  and  more  sullen  in  ex- 
pression. ^'I  have  come  to  live  in  your 
house  for  a  time,  and  have  made  all  my 
arrangements  with  your  wife,  as  she  will 


A  WOMAX   OF   MIND.  93^ 

tell  yon.  And  you  find  me  down  here, 
because  I  had  come  to  have  a  look  at  the 
children." 

There  was  an  immistakable  scowl  on 
^hnson's  countenance,  as  he  Hstened  to 
Silvia's  few  words ;  and  when  she  had 
finished,  he  muttered  something  which 
was  quite  unintelhgible  to  her,  and,  with 
a  final  sentence  terminating  with  some 
allusion  to  cleaning  himself,  went  off  into 
the  back  kitchen. 

^'  Johnson  is  a  Httle  vexed  at  every- 
thing just  now,  miss,"  said  his  wife,  in  a 
low,  apologetic  voice.  ^'  You  see,  he  has 
been  turned  wi'ong  by  the  difficulties  he 
has  had  in  his  road  ever  since  we  left 
Lyndwood,  and  he  can't  forget  it." 

*^At  any  rate,  I  will  go  up  to  my 
rooms,"  said  Silvia,  gravely;    "and  this 
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evening  you  can  come  to  me  and  tell  me 
all  your  troubles,  and  I  can  tell  you  some 
of  mine;"  and  she  went  back  to  the 
contemplation  of  her  parlour  fire. 

In  a  few  moments  Johnson  reappeared 
in  the  kitchen,  considerably  cleaner,  but 
not  less  sulky  in  aspect.  He  sat  down  at 
the  fireside,  and  stretching  himself  in 
order  to  put  his  hands  firmly  in  his 
pockets,  said  briefly,  looking  at  his 
wife,  *^  What  does  she  want  ?  " 

'*  Do  you  mean  Miss  Clevedon  ?  "  asked 
Mrs.  Johnson. 

He  nodded  in  reply,  and  she  con- 
tinued— 

**  Why,  she  wants  rooms  here.  She 
seems  in  great  trouble.  The  master — I 
mean  the  admiral — and  Mrs.  Clevedon  are 
both  dead,  and  I  don't  know,  I'm  sure. 
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wliat's  become  of  all  the  money  ;  but  Miss 
Clevedon  hasn't  got  any " 

*^  No  more  have  we  !  "  remarked  John- 
son. 

"  Leastways,  none  to  speak  of,  to  com- 
pare with  what  she  had,"  Mrs.  Johnson 
proceeded,  without  noticing  her  lord's 
observation  nor  those  that  followed ;  ^^  and 
she  says  she  has  got  to  work  for  herself, 
and  as  she  wanted  lodgings  in  London, 
she  thought  it  might  be  a  bit  of  help  to 
us  if  she  came  here.  She  didn't  say  what 
work  she  was  going  to  do." 

"None  at  all,  it's  my  belief,"  growled 
Johnson. 

"  But  it's  very  hard  for  a  young  lady, 
who  has  lived,  you  may  say,  on  the  fat  of 
the  land  all  her  life,"  continued  Mrs. 
Johnson,  '^  to  find  herself  so  reduced  as  to 
have  to  work  for  her  bread." 
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*'  Not  half  so  hard  as  for  people,  who 
have  worked  ever  since  they  were  bahies, 
to  have  to  go  on  slaving  to  the  end  of 
their  days,  and  all  the  time  getting  more 
kicks  than  halfpence  !  "  interrupted  John- 
son again. 

^' You  must  own  that  it  was  very  kind 
of  her  to  think  of  helping  us  with  our 
rent,"  said  Mrs.  Johnson;  ^' and  I  am 
sure,  when  I  think  of  her  sitting  up  there 
alone  in  her  black  gown,  poor  dear — her 
as  I've  seen  so  rich  and  grand,  and  so 
handsome,  with  always  such  a  pleasant 
smile  for  me  and  the  children — it  makes 
me  feel  quite  miserable,  that  it  does." 
And  here  Mrs.  Johnson  lifted  her  apron 
to  her  face,  and  wiped  away  a  few  tears. 

'^  Come  now,  I  say,  stop  that,"  cried 
Johnson,  angrily.     ^'  If  you  want  to  cry, 
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yon  had  better  cry  over  your  own 
troubles.  I'm  sure  we've  got  plenty, 
without  going  and  mixing  ourselves  up  in 
other  people's  stories.  I  hate  the  sound 
of  the  name  of  Clevedon,  there  ! — do  you 
hear  ? — and — I  want  my  tea." 

With  a  heavy  thump  on  the  table,  he 
accentuated  his  allusion  to  the  Cleve- 
dons ;  and  after  that  his  wife  said  no 
more,  but  busied  herself  about  the  domes- 
tic arrangements. 

It  was  late  that  evening,  when  the 
various  meals  were  over,  and  the  two 
younger  children  were  safely  stowed  away 
in  their  bed  in  the  back  kitchen,  that 
Mrs.  Johnson  told  aU  her  troubles  to 
Silvia  —  how,  after  the  dismissal  fi'om 
the  admiral's  service,  her  husband  had 
been  unable  to  get  another  similar  place, 

VOL.  II.  H 
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the  fact  of  his  having  left  Clevedon 
House  lodge  at  a  week's  notice  on  the 
charge  of  drunkenness  being  an  insuper- 
able bar  to  re-engagement ;  how  he  had 
returned  to  his  old  trade,  to  which  he 
had  served  his  apprenticeship,  and  which 
he  had  followed  until  the  time  of  his 
marriage  ;  how  he  got  on  badly  at  the 
work,  being  ''stiff"  at  it,  and  being 
treated  with  good-humoured  derision  by 
his  mates  ;  how  he  had  borrowed  money 
of  her  people  to  pay  the  first  half-year's 
rent  of  the  house,  and  had  scrambled  bits 
of  furniture  together,  she  hardly  knew 
how,  that  they  might  let  out  the  rooms 
as  furnished  apartments ;  how  the  scheme 
had  not  been  successful  as  yet ;  and  how 
Johnson  was  very  bitter  indeed  against 
the  admii'al,  attributing  all  his  disasters 
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and  disappointments,  directly  or  indi- 
rectly, to  that  summary  dismissal. 

'^  But  lie's  a  kind-hearted  man,  for  all 
that,  miss,"  said  Mrs.  Johnson;  ^' and 
I'm  sure,  when  he  hears  all  that  you've 
been  through,  he  vnll  be  as  sorry  as  a 
man  can  be  for  you." 

Silvia  went  to  bed  that  night  tho- 
roughly worn  out  ;  she  was  physically 
tired,  and  mentally  she  was  exhausted. 
The  variety  of  scenes  through  which  she 
had  passed  had  completely  urmerved  her, 
and  many  bitter  tears  fell  upon  her  pillow 
before  she  went  to  sleep.  But  in  spite 
of  her  grief,  her  depression,  and  her 
rapid  descent  in  life  from  luxury  to  bare 
necessity,  she  was  not  troubled  with  one 
moment's  regret  at  her  decision  respect- 
ing Jocelyn. 
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CHAPTEE  V. 

Silvia  entered  immediately  upon  her 
search  for  employment  of  some  kind,  and 
foimd  many  difficulties  and  disappoint- 
ments in  her  way.  Her  mind  was  not 
firmly  fixed  as  to  the  style  of  work  she 
could  undertake  ;  she  hardly  knew  for 
what  she  was  fitted.  She  would  have 
undoubtedly  made  a  strong-minded  and 
original  governess,  but  that  form  of  bread- 
winning  was  eminently  distasteful  to  her. 
She  had  a  dim  consciousness  that  few 
matrons  would  care  to  engage  so  inde- 
pendent a  person,  as  Silvia  unmistakably 
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was,  to  teach  their  children ;  and  she 
was  convinced  that  she  could  never  con- 
trol herself  sufficiently  to  be  able  to 
support  the  slights  that  were  likely  to  be 
put  upon  her.  No  ;  she  was  by  no  means 
fitted  to  be  a  governess.  She  said  to 
herself  that  she  would  far  sooner  do  plain 
needlework,  at  the  rate  of  two  shilhngs 
a  day,  than  take  up  her  residence  in  the 
conventional  Enghsh  family  as  tutor  to 
the  young  idea.  She  might  go  out  as 
a  morning  governess,  it  was  true,  without 
incurring  any  of  the  loss  of  dignity  and 
independence  that  she  dreaded ;  still,  in 
any  case,  the  work  would  have  been 
pecuharly  unsuited  to  her,  and  she  put 
the  thought  aside,  determined  to  try  her 
chance  in  that  line  only  if  everything 
else  failed  her. 
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Her  position  was  a  difficult  one,  and 
was  one,  moreover,  in  which  many  girls 
find  themselves  in  these  days,  when 
wealth  is  gaining  so  great  an  ascendancy 
in  the  public  mind — when  men  dare  not 
marry  until  they  can  afford  to  keep  a 
large  house,  to  have  the  wife  clothed 
by  Worth,  to  give  diners  a  la  Busse 
with  printed  menus y  on  the  most  uncere- 
monious occasions,  in  order  to  retain 
the  respect  of  society.  The  rich  busi- 
ness men  of  England  live  amply  and 
well,  and  undoubtedly  spend  solid  sums 
of  money  in  providing  for  their  large 
households;  and  it  often  happens  that, 
when  they  die,  the  money  they  leave 
behind  is  quite  inadequate  to  the  re- 
quirements of  the  mourning  widow  and 
children.     There  are  no  husbands  forth- 
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coming  to  carry  off  the  girls ;  all  the 
young  men  of  their  own  class  have 
been  frightened  from  any  matrimonial 
intent  by  their  luxurious  surroundings 
and  apparent  unfittedness  for  any  of 
the  hardships  that  accompany  a  slender 
income,  and  presently  the  daughters 
find  themselves  compelled  by  circum- 
stances to  make  an  attempt  at  earning 
their  bread.  They  are  agreeable,  good- 
hearted  girls,  of  pleasing  appearance  and 
unaffected — perhaps  somewhat  free-and- 
easy — manners.  They  have  a  smatter- 
ing of  accomplishments :  they  can  read 
Octave  Feuillet's  ^'  Eoman  d'un  Jeune 
Homme  pauvre,"  in  the  original,  and, 
with  the  help  of  a  dictionary,  can  under- 
stand what  they  read ;  they  can  play 
the    piano    in    a    harmless,   unobtrusive 
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manner;  they  have  begun  the  German 
grammar,  and  have  been  unable  to 
flounder  as  far  as  the  verbs ;  they  can 
sing  an  ordinary  English  ballad  fairly, 
if  some  one  accompany  them  and  allow 
them  to  strike  a  note  here  and  there 
in  order  to  keep  in  tune  ;  they  are 
adepts  at  croquet  and  are  fairly  skilled 
at  lawn-tennis ;  they  know  nothing  of 
housekeeping — they  could  not  make  a 
tart  if  their  lives  depended  upon  such 
a  feat ;  and  they  are  hardly  able  to  do 
more  with  their  needles  than  make 
aesthetic  abominations  for  bazaars  and 
fancy  fairs,  for  their  parents  have  not 
encouraged  them  in  the  useful  arts, 
which  are  so  often  associated  with  lack 
of  ^*  gentility." 

This  is  the  mental  condition  of  many 
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of  the  young  ladies  wlio  go  out  into 
the  world  as  governesses ;  they  start 
upon  theii'  career  of  self-help  boldly  and 
bravely  enough,  and  the  zeal  with 
which  they  do  that  which  they  are  able 
to  do,  glorifies  the  work.  But  the 
system  is  none  the  less  blameworthy. 
To  instruct  the  young  is  one  of  the 
noblest,  as  well  as  one  of  the  most 
responsible  of  missions,  and  it  is  of 
primary  importance  that  the  early  lessons 
should  be  authoritative  and  judicious, 
for  these  often  remain  when  later  and 
wiser  teaching  has  entirely  faded. 

How  many  English  girls  have  echoed 
Silvia's  continual  cry,  ^^  If  I  had  only 
been  taught  to  do  one  thing  well  !  If  I 
had  only  been  taught  a  profession,  like 
a  man  !  ' '    There  are  now  such  numbers 
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of  women  working  steadily  day  by  day 
for  their  living — women  belonging  to 
ranks  of  life  wherein,  from  time  im- 
memorial, idleness  has  been  considered 
an  essentially  feminine  virtue — that  no 
parents,  in  educating  their  daughters, 
should  forget  to  meet  eventualities  by 
giving  them  a  thorough  and  complete 
course  of  instruction  in  one  branch  at 
least,  so  that  a  girl  may  feel  confident 
of  herself  on  one  score ;  so  that  she  may 
be  able  to  say,  ^'  If  I  cannot  play  the 
piano,  I  am,  at  all  events,  a  perfect 
French  scholar,"  or  vice  versa.  Not 
only  would  the  hardships  and  difficulties 
of  the  possible  future  be  considerably 
lessened,  but  the  girls  themselves  would 
be  far  happier  at  home.  Browning 
says — 
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"  Few  famiKes  were  racked 
By  torture  self-supplied,  did  Nature  grant  but  this, 
That  women  comprehend  mental  analysis." 

He  might  have  added  that  few  famiHes 
were  troubled  with  petty  squabbHngs  and 
jealousies,  ill-conditioned  flirtations  and 
frivoHties,  did  society  but  allow  women 
to  work,  with  all  the  intellectual  vigour 
at  their  command,  in  some  one  given 
line.  As  things  are,  there  is  no  en- 
couragement afforded  to  ghls  who  show 
a  disposition  to  something  more  en- 
nobling than  the  continual  babble  of 
matrimony  and  costume,  which  is  the 
staple  amusement  of  the  feminine  youth 
of  England.  Here  and  there  we  find 
a  girl  who,  possessed  of  real  artistic  taste, 
has  coaxed  a  reluctant  consent  from  her 
father,  and  is  pursuing  a  course  of  fauiy 
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serious  study  at  one  of  the  art  schools  ; 
or  a  more  strong-minded  daughter  who 
has  joined  scientific  classes,  and  given 
up  her  whole  soul  to  chemistry,  or 
medicine,  or  political  economy;  hut,  as 
a  rule,  the  girlhood  of  England  can 
do  nothing  much  more  sound  and  solid 
than  to  flirt  with  men  and  criticize 
women.  The  few  independent  spirits 
that  spring  up  in  the  meUe  are  laughed 
at  and  sneered  at  hy  thek  less-gifted 
sisters,  and  are  avoided  hy  the  young 
men  of  their  acquaintance.  Matrons 
point  at  them  as  persons  who  wish  to 
unsex  themselves.  Fathers  of  families 
declare  that,  in  their  young  days,  women 
had  no  absurd  ideas  about  independence, 
and  helping  themselves,  and  employing 
their  minds   and    their  time,   but   were 
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content  to  hem  their  children's  pinafores, 
and  study  the  making  of  puddings  for  the 
benefit  of  their  lords ;  and  that  their 
sisters,  before  they  were  married,  never 
ventured  to  speak  until  they  were 
*'  spoken  to,"  much  less  to  declare  that 
they  wanted  to  be  taught  a  profession 
like  their  brothers.  Yet  some  of  these 
women,  who  are  said  to  be  unsexed  by 
work,  remain  to  the  end  as  modest,  as 
unaffected,  as  refined  and  womanly,  as 
the  most  enthusiastic  admirer  of  woman- 
hood can  wish. 

These  words  will  call  to  many  minds 
the  remembrance  of  a  career  of  hard 
mental  work  performed  by  a  woman 
living  in  our  midst,  who  has  profound 
learning  at  the  back  of  her  modestly 
expressed     opinions ;     who     can   discuss 
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a  tenet  of  John  Stuart  Mill's  with 
logical  acuteness,  and  yet  enjoys  a  waltz 
and  a  galop  as  heartily  as  women  of 
^'lighter  thought;"  who  is  thoroughly 
at  home  in  the  chemist's  laboratory,  and 
is  welcomed  with  a  cheer  and  a  rush  of 
small  feet  towards  her  when  she  enters 
the  nursery ;  who  has  a  knowledge  of 
law  that  many  of  the  nobler  sex  might 
enyj,  and  can  be  interested  in  her 
friend's  new  bonnet ;  who  can  fi'ame 
the  resolutions  at  a  meeting,  and  preside 
at  her  tea-table  with  infinite  grace  and 
thoughtfulness ;  who  is,  in  short,  popular 
among  all  people  in  all  classes,  because 
to  the  so-called  manly  characteristics  of 
independence,  industry,  mental  vigour, 
and  ambition  which  she  possesses,  she 
adds  the  sympathetic  heart,  the  tact  and 
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modesty     and     refinement,     which     are 
essential  quahties  in  true  womanhood. 

Silvia  was,  as  we  have  seen,  a  person 
of  special  gifts ;  yet,  when  it  became 
necessary  to  her  to  earn  her  own  living, 
she  was  puzzled  where  to  turn.  She  had, 
of  course,  followed  the  usual  course  of 
instruction  in  her  childhood ;  but  she  had 
rapidly  broken  loose  from  its  convention- 
ahties,  had  positively  refused  to  learn 
drawing,  having  no  artistic  taste  or  apti- 
tude, and  had  never  taken  very  kindly 
to  her  music-lessons.  She  loved  music, 
but  in  a  strange,  informal  manner.  She 
used  to  sit  at  the  piano  in  the  twiHght 
at  Clevedon  House,  and  let  her  fingers 
ramble  over  the  keys,  breaking  into  the 
most  disconnected  musical  phrases,  and 
improvising  harmonies  that  would  have 
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appalled  her  professor  ;  and  she  had 
frequently  borrowed  the  keys  of  the 
pretty  church  on  the  crest  of  the  hill 
from  the  Ljmdwood  organist,  in  order  to 
enjoy  an  hour  or  two's  meditative  per- 
formance on  the  church  organ. 

Side  by  side  with  this  peculiar  de- 
velopment of  musical  taste  was  Silvia's 
passion  for  reading,  a  passion  which  had 
possessed  her  from  the  time  when  she 
was  able  to  read.  At  twelve  years  of  age 
she  had  mastered  some  of  the  di'eariest 
works  in  her  father's  library,  had  dipped 
into  every  branch  of  literature,  and  had 
been  found  one  afternoon  curled  up  on 
the  hearthrug  by  the  fire,  reading  Bur- 
ton's "■  Anatomy  of  Melancholy  !  "  The 
persons  who  knew  of  Sil^da's  habit 
strongly  deprecated  it ;  but  the  admiral 
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himself,  tlioiigli  he  grumbled  very  often, 
never  positively  forbade  Silvia's  headlong 
course  among  the  treasures  of  his  library. 
Indeed,  it   would  have   been  useless    to 
attempt  to  prevent  her  reading;  and,  as 
the  family  doctor  had  pointed  out  when 
she  was  still  a  child,  if  she  were  forbidden 
the   sound   high-class    literature   on   her 
father's  shelves,  she  would  inevitably  find 
elsewhere   reading    of  an   inferior    style, 
that  might  warp  her  natural  good  taste 
and  refined  leanings.     So  she  read  to  her 
heart's  content,  and  no  one  had  discovered 
that   it   had   done   her   any   harm.     Her 
father  had  declared  sometimes  that  her 
strange   views   of  the   world   came  from 
books  ;    but   her   views  were   rather   the 
natural  outcome  of  youth,  and  an  ardent, 
impulsive,  generous  nature.     All  this  was 
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not  palpably  useful  to  her,  however,  in 
her  search  for  employment ;  and  as  she 
studied  the  columns  of  advertisements  in 
the  papers,  and  looked  through  the  hst 
of  persons  wanted  hung  up  at  the  doors 
of  agencies,  she  saw  nothing  that  applied 
at  all  to  her.  Day  after  day  she  wandered 
about  the  melancholy  Bloomsbury  streets  ; 
time  after  time  she  penetrated  to  the 
squalid  vivacity  of  Soho,  and  scanned 
the  advertisements  of  pubhc  requirements 
in  the  various  offices  where  foreigners 
applied  for  work  ;  but  she  found  nothing. 
Governesses  were  wanted  by  scores,  it 
appeared  ;  but  no  one  was  in  haste  to 
secure  a  person  who,  in  spite  of  her  in- 
telligence and  great  gifts,  did  not  know 
for  what  she  was  suited. 

Finally,  one  day,  about  a  month  after 
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her  arrival  in  London,  Silvia  felt  specially 
discouraged,  she  hardly  knew  why.     She 
had  had  no  special  hope  of  success,  there- 
fore   no     special    disappointment,    with 
regard    to    the    results    of    her    anxious 
plodding   through  the  advertisements   of 
the  Telegrajyh;  she  had  not  expected  to 
see    a  card  inscribed  Wanted,  on  which 
all  her  pecuHar  characteristics  were  set 
forth,  in  a  local   shop-window ;    she  had 
anticipated  nothing,   and   therefore,    she 
told   herself    again    and   again,    she   was 
fooHsh   to   be  more   than  usually  down- 
cast. 

With  some  idea  in  her  mind  of  walking 
off  her  depression,  Silvia  turned  with 
brisk  steps  down  Long  Acre,  arguing  and 
reasoning  with  herself,  as  she  went  along 
unnoticed  and  unnoticing,  her  face  hidden 
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by  her  crape    veil.     She   walked  across 
Trafalgar  Square,  down  Parliament  Street, 
and  she  did  not  pause   to  consider   her 
destination  until  she  reached  the  broad 
space  in   front    of   Westminster    Abbey. 
She  looked  about  her  carelessly  enough, 
at  the  massive  clock-tower,  the  magnifi- 
cence of  the  Houses  of  Parliament,  at  the 
grand  solemnity  of  the  Abbey ;  and  then 
she   turned   swiftly  towards  the   nearest 
entrance,    and  in   a    few   seconds    stood 
within  the  walls  that  shelter  the  remains 
of  so  many  great  Enghshmen. 

The  holy  calm  and  quiet  of  the  place 
fell  with  strange  contrast  upon  the  busy 
turmoil  of  her  thoughts.  There  was  not  a 
sound  to  be  heard,  and  to  many  persons 
the  very  stillness,  the  dim,  religious  light, 
the  monuments  on  every  side  of  the  great 
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and  good  and  wise  of  all  ages,  would  have 
had  a  ghostly  effect.  Bnt  to  Silvia  the 
very  air  was  redolent  of  peace  and  rest, 
and  as  she  sank  into  a  seat  close  by  the 
door  at  which  she  had  entered,  it  seemed 
as  if  she  had  reached  a  haven  at  last. 
She  sat  still  a  long  time,  enjo}dng  the 
unwonted  repose,  her  thoughts  wander- 
ing here  and  there,  planning  and  re- 
membering, hoping  and  despairing,  when 
suddenly  her  eye  caught  a  ghtter  as  of 
gold  on  the  massive  stone,  a  foot  or  two 
from  her.  She  bent  her  head  to  catch 
a  better  ghmpse,  and  saw  that  the  ghtter 
came  from  the  gold  letters  newly  engraved 
on  the  stone  close  by,  and  she  also 
noticed  that  the  stone  appeared  to  have 
been  more  recently  taken  up  than  those 
which  surrounded  it.     She  left  her  seat, 
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and  stooped  to  look  at  the  letters,  which 
spelt  the  magic  name  of  Charles  DicTcens, 
A  glow  suffused  her  face,  and  her  eyes 
filled  with  tears,  as  she  realized  that  the 
man  whose  genius  had  been  her  dehght, 
over  whose  creations  she  had  cried  and 
laughed  and  pondered  from  her  child- 
hood upwards,  to  whom  she  owed  so 
many  happy  hours,  so  many  profound 
ideas  of  justice  and  humanity,  was  lying 
underneath  the  stone  at  her  feet.  She 
stood  looking  at  the  shining  letters  as  if 
they  had  a  fascination  for  her,  and  she 
thought,  as  she  looked,  of  the  dreary  boy- 
hood, the  joyless  youth,  the  barren  bitter 
path  to  manhood,  which  were  Dickens's 
earliest  experiences,  and  of  the  reward 
which  had  come  to  him  in  later  years  ;  of 
the  proud  pre-eminence  of  popularity  he 


A   WOMAN   OF   MIXD.  119 

had  attained  ;  of  the  undying  effect  of  his 
noble  defence  of  the  poor  and  do^mcast 
and  oppressed  throughout  the  land. 
These  thoughts  cheered  her,  she  hardly 
knew  why.  It  seemed  to  her  that  perhaps, 
in  her  own  small  way,  some  success 
might  come  in  the  end  to  her,  as  a 
reward  for  the  courage  and  patience  and 
perseverance  she  might  show.  And  after 
all,  she  argued,  Dickens  was  anxious  to 
do  good,  and  did  do  good ;  why  should 
not  she,  in  her  smaller  and  humbler 
way,  be  able  to  achieve  something  of 
that  at  which  she  aimed? 

She  could  hardly  have  explained  how  it 
was,  but  it  was  undoubtedly  true  that  the 
contemplation  of  the  stone  above  Charles 
Dickens,  in  Westminster  Abbey,  roused 
up  aU  her  energy  and  determination ;  the 
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remembrance  of  his  obscure  and  humble 
beginning,  and  the  final  glory  of  his  rest- 
ing-place, revived  her  courage.  ^^  He 
knew  the  poor,  he  pleaded  for  the  poor,  he 
helped  the  poor,  and  he  is  buried  at  West- 
minster," she  muttered  to  herself,  as  she 
turned  away  at  last  to  leave ;  ^'  and  if  I 
can  help  some  one,  or  do  something  that 
will  help  some  one,  it  does  not  much 
matter  if  my  body  is  thrown  into  the 
Thames  when  I  am  dead  !  " 

The  afternoon  was  far  advanced  when 
she  found  herself  once  more  in  the  open 
air;  indeed,  such  a  mist  was  hanging 
about  the  river  and  the  clock-tower  and 
the  houses,  that  Silvia  quickened  her 
steps,  fearing  lest  a  fog  should  come  on 
and  impede  her  walk  home.  She  had 
hardly  got  into  Parliament  Street,  when 
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she  heard  a  rush  of  pattering  steps  behind 
her,  and  a  dog — she  could  not  see  what 
it  was  like — sprang  np  at  her,  bounding 
with  dehght,  yelping  and  barking,  and 
Hcking  her  gloved  hands.  She  stopped 
in  dismay,  for  a  moment ;  then,  on  look- 
ing intently  at  the  animal,  she  thought 
she  recognized,  in  spite  of  the  dusk,  the 
curly  black  coat  and  the  fine  head  and 
eloquent  eyes  of  her  old  favomite. 

''Why,  Tartar,  my  good  fellow,"  she 
said,  as  she  patted  his  head,  '^how  did 
you  get  up  here  ?  " 

The  dog  indulged  in  more  boisterous 
expressions  of  delight  when  he  heard 
her  voice,  and  rubbed  his  head  against 
her  hand,  and  bounded  up  before  her 
again  and  again,  for  more  pattings  and 
strokings  from  his  mistress's  fingers. 
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Silvia  was  inexpressibly  startled  at  this 
sudden  meeting  with  her  favourite,  who 
had  been  her  companion  in  so  many 
jaunts  and  expeditions  through  the  forest 
land  around  her  old  home  ;  and  it  seemed 
to  her  as  if  she  had  found  a  veritable 
friend.  She  did  not  know  what  was  to 
be  done  with  him — where  he  was  to  be 
kept ;  but  she  was  determined  that  he 
should  not  leave  her.  Indeed,  the  faith- 
ful creature  seemed  to  have  made  up 
his  canine  mind  to  the  fact  that  his 
mistress,  once  found,  was  not  to  be  lost 
sight  of  again ;  and  he  kept  an  ex- 
cessively close  watch  on  Silvia,  turning 
his  head  up  to  her  every  now  and  then, 
as  he  ran  along  by  her  side. 

Great  was  the  astonishment  expressed 
by  Mrs.  Johnson  when  Silvia  reached 
her  dreary  home  in  Charlotte  Street. 
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"  However  did  he  get  up  to  London, 
miss  ?  "  she  asked,  as  she  stood  staring 
at  Tartar. 

''I  don't  know,"  replied  Silvia,  strok- 
ing the  dog's  head  gently;  ''and  he 
can't  tell  us — can  you,  poor  Tartar  ?  He 
has  not  been  spoiled,  however,  by  too 
much  food  or  care.  See,  how  thin  he 
is,  and  how  ragged  and  dusty  his  coat 
looks.  It's  a  mere  chance  that  I  came 
across  him.  It  would  not  have  happened 
had  I  not  lingered  a  long  time  in  West- 
minster Abbey." 

And  then  suddenly  Silvia  remembered 
all  her  thoughts  and  dreams,  her  new- 
born energy  and  revived  hopes,  beside 
the  great  man's  grave,  and  it  seemed  to 
her  like  a  good  omen  that  she  should 
have  found  if  it  were  only  a  dog  to  love 
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her   and  protect  her,  immediately  after 
the  hurst  of  fresh  courage  within  her. 

^*  He  can  sleep  in  the  wash-house,"  Mrs. 
Johnson  said,  breaking  in  somewhat 
roughly  upon  Silvia's  thoughts.  '^John- 
son can  make  him  up  a  bed  of  straw  and 
that,  and  then  he  will  be  company  for 
you,  miss,  in  the  day  time,  and  can  go 
with  you  on  your  walks  ;  which,  I  often 
say  to  Johnson,  it  isn't  right  for  a  young 
lady  like  you  to  walk  about  alone  Hke 
you  do.  What  puzzles  me,  though,  is 
how  Tartar  can  have  come  to  London." 
Mrs.  Johnson  had  to  restrain  her 
curiosity,  however,  for  Tartar  himself 
could  not  tell  the  story  of  his  journey, 
and  it  was  never  discovered;  but  Silvia 
shrewdly  suspected  that  the  dog  had 
pined  for  her,  and  that  he  had  been  sent 
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up  to  town  as  a  recreation,  and  to  get 
over  his  sorrow. 

In  any  case,  she  was  delighted  to 
have  him  with  her ;  and  as  he  lay  on  the 
hearthrug  beside  her  on  the  dreary  winter 
evenings  when  search  for  employment 
was  impossible,  she  felt  that  she  had  a 
faithful  fiiend. 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

One  evening,  close  upon  Christmas-tide, 
Johnson  came  home  to  his  wife  and 
children  with  a  specially  grave  look  upon 
his  face.  Mrs.  Johnson  noticed  it,  but 
did  not  venture  to  make  a  remark,  and 
little  Annie's  worldly  wisdom  had  taught 
her  the  value  of  silence  ;  but  the  younger 
child,  after  a  moment's  contemplation  of 
her  father,  as  he  sat  by  the  fire  waiting 
for  his  tea,  asked,  frankly — 

^'  Are  you  cross,  father  ?  " 

Johnson  did  not  answer.     But  his  ex- 
pression was  evidently  not  very  forbidding, 
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to  the  child's  mind,  for  she  clambered 
on  to  a  chair  beside  him,  and  began  to  play 
tricks  with  his  coat  and  his  pockets  ; 
and  after  a  time  the  matter  on  which 
Johnson  had  been  pondering  was  re- 
vealed, to  his  wife's  great  satisfaction. 
He  had  secm-ed  his  second  cup  of  tea, 
when  he  asked  suddenly,  jerking  his  head 
towards  the  parlour — 

^'  I  suppose  she  hasn't  succeeded  no 
better  to-day  than  most  other  days,  has 
she?" 

''  She  didn't  say  nothing  to  me,  one 
way  or  the  other,  when  she  come  in," 
replied  Mrs.  Johnson,  '^  and  I've  given 
up  asking  her,  poor  dear !  for  it  was  only 
a  trial  to  her  to  keep  on  saying  'No,' 
day  after  day.  Have  you  heard  of  any- 
thing that  might  suit  ?  ' ' 
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*^Well,  I  can't  say  as  I  haven't,  and 
I  can't  say  as  I  have,"  said  Johnson, 
slowly,  stirring  his  tea  as  he  spoke. 
*'  I've  heard  of  some  one  who  might 
perhaps  hear  of  something  one  day,  and 
I've  been  thinking  whether  it  was  right 
of  me  to  hold  out  my  little  finger  for  the 
good  of  his  daughter." 

^*How  you  do  go  on,  to  be  sure !  "  re- 
joined Mrs.  Johnson.  ^'I  should  think 
you  might  have  forgotten  all  that  by  this 
time." 

^'Forgotten  what?"  exclaimed  John- 
son, an  angry  light  coming  to  his  eyes. 
*^  Did  you  think  I  had  forgotten  that 
the  master  I  served  faithfully  for  ten 
years  turned  me  away  hke  a  dog  because 
of  one  Httle  slip  ?  There's  not  a  day 
that   I   don't   remember  it ;    and  I  tell 
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you  what  it  is — when  I  see  how  our 
home's  been  broken  up,  how  you  have 
to  slave  and  toil  to  keep  the  place 
decent,  I  feel  that  I  hate  him  worse  and 
worse  ;  and  when  I  see  how  worried 
you  look,  and  how  pale  and  thin  the 
young  uns  are,  I  could  curse  him,  that 
I  could!" 

'^  Hush,  Johnson,  do  !  "  his  wife  begged. 
^'  If  you  talk  so  loud.  Miss  Clevedon  will 
hear  you ;  and  it  would  seem  terribly 
unkind  to  her,  when  she's  in  trouble, 
and  when  she's  so  kind  to  us,  and  so 
thoughtful  to  the  children." 

**  Then  you  shouldn't  ask  such  foolish 
questions  as  whether  I  had  forgotten  all 
about  the  admiral.  As  if  I  shouldn't 
remember  it  all  to  my  dying  day !  " 
Johnson  grunted ;  and  his  wife  was  wise 
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enoTigh  not  to  remind  him  that  she  had 
asked  no  question. 

Presently  she  boldly  attacked  him. 

"  But  you  never  told  me  what  it  was 
you  heard  of,  Johnson.  You  can't  be 
really  thinking  of  keeping  it  back,  can 
you?" 

''  Well,  that's  just  what  I  was  a-saying 
to  myself,"  said  Johnson.  ^' After  all, 
she's  been  kind  enough  to  us  all,  as  far  as 
that  goes,  and  she  never  had  none  of  his 
high-handed  ways." 

"  Don't  you  remember  how  she  rode 
off  to  Squire  Morcambe's  that  day,  so 
quick  ?  "  insinuated  Mrs.  Johnson. 

^' Yes,  I  remember,"  muttered  John- 
son; ''and  the  squire  turned  round  and 
denied  what  he  had  said  before,  because 
he  was  asked,  showing  what  his  word  was 
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worth.  But,  as  I  was  saying,  Miss  Cleve- 
clon's  done  her  best  for  us,  and  it  don't 
seem  fair  not  to  do  one's  best  for  her, 
much  as  it  may  go  against  the  grain." 
He  paused  for  some  moments ;  then 
•said,  in  a  grudging,  grumbhng  voice, 
^^Well,  the  fact  is  that  one  of  my 
mates  was  talking  about  his  wife,  who's 
a  bookbinder,  or  something  hke  that,  and 
is  out  all  day  at  work,  as  they  haven't 
any  young  uns,  and  he  mentioned  a  chap 
who  was  at  the  head  of  some  society,  and 
who  was  always  busying  himself  about 
getting  work  for  women,  or  was  very  in- 
terested in  'em.  So  then  I  thought  he 
might  perhaps  be  able  to  help  her  " — and 
he  jerked  his  head  again  towards  the 
parlour  above — '^  specially  when  he  sees 
her  good  looks.     I  don't  know  the  chap's 
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name,  but  I  can  find  it  out  from  mymate^ 
and  you  had  better  ask  lier  if  she  cares 
about  knowing  it.  I  am  sure  I  don't 
know  why  I  should  busy  myself  about  it 
at  all ;  I  ought  to  have  enough  to  do  to 
look  after  myself  and  my  family,  without 
troubling  myself  about  the  concerns  of 
any  one  named  Clevedon  ;  but  it  seems 
downright  unkind  not  to  say  anything 
about  this  society  chap." 

Mrs.  Johnson  was  profoundly  disap^ 
pointed.  She  had  hoped  that  her  hus- 
band had  found  a  post  all  ready,  ^'  cut 
and  dry,"  for  Miss  Clevedon,  and  this 
mere  possibility  or  probability  seemed  as 
nothing  to  her.  She  did  not  answer 
Johnson,  and  her  face  fell  considerably  ; 
and  presently,  when  she  went  upstairs  to 
the  parlour  with  Silvia's  tea  and  toast  on 
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a  tray,  she  did  not,  by  any  means,  look 
like  a  bearer  of  joyful  tidings.  However, 
after  a  few  moments'  conversation  with 
Silvia,  she  came  back  to  the  kitchen 
radiant. 

''Now,  then,  what's  the  matter?" 
■growled  Johnson,  who,  having  allowed 
a  kindness  to  escape  him,  felt  bound  to 
be  more  than  usually  rough  and  surly,  if 
it  were  only  as  a  matter  of  keeping  up  his 
character.  ''  I  don't  know  what's  hap- 
pened, but  it's  nothing  so  pleasant,  I'm 
sure,  that  you  need  come  into  the  place 
grinning  hke  that.  What  does  she  say  ? 
Has  she  promised  you  a  hundred-weight 
of  coals,  or  is  she  going  to  stand  four  ale 
all  romid  ?  " 

''  She  said  I  was  to  thank  you  for  think- 
ing of  her,"  Mrs.  Johnson  said;  "  and  she 
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should  be  very  glad  indeed  to  know  the- 
gentleman's  name.  So  don't  forget  to 
ask  to-moiToWj  will  yon,  Johnson." 

*^  I  can't  say,  I'm  sure,  whether  I  shall 
forget,  or  whether  I  shan't,"  repHed 
Johnson.  ^^  It's  none  of  my  fault  if 
things  escape  me,  and  it's  no  use  my 
saying  what  I  shall  do,  one  way  or  the 
other." 

And,  with  this  enigmatic  and  vague 
statement  of  faith  in  himself,  Johnson 
relapsed  into  silence,  and  Mrs.  Johnson 
was  obliged  to  content  herself  as  best 
she  could. 

The  next  evening,  when  Johnson  re- 
turned from  his  work,  he  showed  a  dis- 
position to  temporize  and  evade,  much 
as  he  had  done  the  night  before;  and, 
finally,  Mrs.  Johnson  begged  him  to  go 
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upstaii's  to  Miss  Clevedon  liimseK,  and 
tell  her  whatever  he'd  got  to  say.  He 
went,  much  to  her  astonishment ;  and  as 
she  heard  his  heavy  boots  on  the  kitchen 
stairs,  she  said  to  Annie — 

*'Your  father  is  the  very  essence  of 
contrariness.  I'm  sure,  to  hear  him  talk 
last  night,  you'd  have  thought  he  couldn't 
have  contained  himself  in  the  same  room 
with  Miss  Clevedon,  and  now  to-day  he 
walks  up  to  speak  to  her  as  quiet  as  a 
lamb.  Talk  of  babies  being  contrary, — 
they're  not  half  so  contrary  as  men  !  " 

In  the  mean  time,  Johnson,  having 
knocked  at  the  parlour  door,  opened  it 
in  response  to  Silvia's  ''Come  in,"  and 
for  a  moment  or  two  felt  rather  awkward 
as  he  confronted  the  lady  to  whom  he 
was  about  to  indicate  a  possible  employer. 
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Silvia  was  sitting  at  the  table,  a  solid 
volume  before  her,  the  lamp  beside  her, 
and  Tartar  at  her  feet.  The  light  shone 
upon  her  face,  and  it  seemed,  even  to 
Johnson's  unskilled  eyes,  that  she  had 
altered  somewhat  since  he  had  caught 
that  glimpse  of  her  on  the  evening  of 
her  arrival.  Her  cheeks  had  lost  all 
their  country  glow,  and  there  was  a  great 
look  of  fatigue  about  her  eyes. 

She  smiled  pleasantly  enough  when  she 
saw  Johnson  standing  in  the  doorway, 
and  his  heart  smote  him,  as  he  saw  that 
smile,  for  all  the  hard  and  bitter  things 
he  had  said  about  her. 

"  Good  evening,  Mr.  Johnson,"  she 
said.     *^  Won't  you  come  in  ?  " 

*' The  fact  is,  miss,"  said  Johnson, 
breaking    boldly    into    his    subject,    and 
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walking  resolutely  np  to  tlie  table,  ^'  the 
missus  tells  me  that  you  haven't  been 
quite  so  lucky  as  you  thought  for,  and — 
and — I  hope  you'll  excuse  me,  but  that 
was  why  I  thought  of  the  chap  my  mate 
spoke  of,  that  he  might,  perhaps,  be  able 
to  do  something  to  help  you." 

'^  There  is  nothing  to  be  excused,"  said 
Silvia.  ''  On  the  contrary,  I  am  much 
obliged  to  you  for  the  thought.  Did 
your  fiiend  know  the  name  of  this  gen- 
tleman who  is  interested  in  women's 
work?" 

^*Yes;  he  ^\Tote  down  the  name  for 
me,  and  where  he  lived,"  said  Johnson, 
placing  a  soiled  and  crumpled  piece  of 
paper  before  Silvia,  on  which  was 
written — 

Andreio  Graeme^ 

38,  Cliancery  Lane. 
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^'And  lie  says,"  continued  Jolmson,  ^^that 
the  gentleman  is  mixed  up  in  all  sorts 
of  plans  for  helping  women  that  wants 
to  be  independent.  That  was  his  words. 
And  I  should  like  to  tell  you,  miss,  if 
you  will  allow  me,  that  if  I  have  said 
a  hard  word  at  times,  and  haven't  always 
expressed  myself  as  kindly  as  I  might, 
it's  because  it  makes  me  feel  downright 
savage,  sometimes,  to  see  the  young  uns 
and  the  missus  pining  for  their  natural 
country  air." 

^'  I  know  that  it  was  hard  for  you," 
said  Silvia,  gravely;  ''  at  the  same  time, 
it  was  not  kind  of  you  to  bear  any  re- 
sentment to  me." 

''  And  I  don't,  in  my  heart,"  inter- 
rupted Johnson  ;  ^'  but  I  am  a  bit  hasty,, 
and  then  says  more  than  I  means." 
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^'  Yes  ;  I  think  you  are  a  '  bit  liasty/  " 
said  Silvia,  her  face  softening  into  one 
of  her  bright  smiles.  ^'Biit,  at  any  rate, 
I  thank  you  heartily  for  your  help,  and 
shall  not  forget  it,  you  can  be  sure." 

Johnson  returned  to  his  wife  and 
children  perfectly  melted.  He  would 
hardly  say  a  word  as  to  his  conyersation 
with  Miss  Clevedon,  in  spite  of  his  wife's 
curiosity  and  questions.  Recently  Mrs. 
Johnson,  in  the  course  of  a  running 
commentary  on  affairs  in  general,  said, 
''I'm  sure  it  would  be  a  very  good 
thing  if  she  was  to  get  something  regular, 
so  that  I  might  tell  where  she  goes 
of  a  day,  when  folks  says  she  isn't  na 
better  than  she  should  be." 

'^  Who  says  so  ?  "  Johnson  thundered. 

''Do    hush    now,    Johnson,"    said  his 
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wife.  ''  Why,  it  was  Mrs.  Green  next 
door  said  so  to  me  the  other  day,  and 
Mrs.  Larkom  opposite  told  Annie  she 
was  astonished  at  my  taking  in  such 
lodgers." 

*^Well,  the  next  time  they  give  you 
any  of  their  impudence,  any  of  them," 
cried  Johnson,  ''you  tell  'em  to  come 
and  tell  me,  and  I'll  soon  settle  'em  if 
they  say  anything  insulting  about  her;" 
and,  with  his  usual  jerk  of  the  head 
towards  the  parlour,  Johnson  subsided 
into  silence. 

''  Dear,  dear  ! "  muttered  Mrs.  Johnson, 
who  had  been  lost  in  astonishment  at 
her  husband's  violent  change  of  tone 
and  sentiment,  ''there  never  was  any  one 
half  so  contrary  as  Johnson  !  " 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

After  mucli  ^deliberation,  Silvia  resolved 
to  apply  to  Mr.  Graeme  in  person.  Her 
first  impulse  was  to  write  to  him ;  for 
she  dreaded  the  idea  of  confronting  him, 
and  boldly  asking  him — a  perfect  stranger 
— to  exert  himself,  no  matter  how  slightly, 
on  her  behalf.  But  she  was  conscious 
that  a  letter  would  not  be  by  any  means 
so  effectual,  and  he  was  likely  to  toss 
it  aside  into  his  paper-basket  unread, 
w^hile  she  would  be  enduring  measure- 
less suspense.  So  she  decided  to  venture 
to  Chancery  Lane  herself. 
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"  After  all,  it  is  far  better  that  I  should 
see  him,"  she  tried  to  persuade  herself, 
as  she  weut  on  her  way  to  Mr.  Graeme's 
office.  "  We  shall  understand  each  other 
better ;  he  may  he  able  to  judge  of  my 
capabilities,  and  I  shall  have  a  clue  to 
his  character  and  nature." 

But  she  did  not  feel  very  confident, 
and  it  was  with  some  apprehension  that 
when  she  reached  No.  38,  Chancery 
Lane,  and  found  from  the  door-plates 
that  Mr.  Graeme  was  on  the  second 
floor,  she  went  upstairs  and  rang  the  bell. 

A  young  man  of  somewhat  jaunty  as- 
pect opened  the  door,  which  led  into  a 
back-room,  where  some  young  men  were 
busy  at  desks. 

^'Can  I  see  Mr.  Graeme?"  asked 
Silvia. 
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'^  Have  you  an  appointment,  madam  ?  '* 
inquired  the  young  man.    ■ 

^'No,  I  have  no  appointment,"  said 
Silvia,  in  a  low  voice ;  ^'  but  if  he  could 
let  me  see  him  now,  I  will  not  detain  him 
long." 

The  clerk  disappeared  into  an  inner 
room,  and  after  a  moment  or  two  came 
back,  and  throwing  open  the  door,  said, 
*'  Will  you  walk  in,  madam  ?  " 

With  a  murmured  *^  Thank  you,"  Silvia 
passed  into  the  presence  of  Mr.  Andrew 
Graeme. 

He  had  risen  as  she  entered,  and  stood, 
stiff  and  uncompromising  in  appearance, 
by  the  fireplace.  The  first  glance  Silvia 
caught  of  him  so  disheartened  her,  that 
she  did  not  dare  look  again  for  a  long 
time.     As    for    the    room,    she    noticed 
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nothing  at  first;  but  she  remembered 
afterwards  the  walls  lined  with  soHdly 
filled  book-shelves,  the  long  low  table 
with  its  countless  drawers,  the  wide  desk, 
the  lamps  with  their  green  shades,  the 
roomy  round-backed  armchairs,  the  letter^ 
racks,  envelope-cases,  paper-baskets,  pen- 
trays,  etc.,  that  stood  about  in  different 
corners.  But  she  observed  nothing  of  all 
this  at  the  time,  and,  after  that  glimpse 
of  Mr.  Graeme,  was  wondering  how  soon 
she  could  get  away. 

"You  wished  to  speak  to  me,  madam," 
said  Mr.  Graeme,  scanning  her  face 
attentively.  '^  May  I  ask  you  if  you 
wish  to  consult  me  professionally,  as  a 
soHcitor?" 

"I  am  afraid,"  murmured  Silvia,  "that 
I  ought  not  to  have  intruded  upon  you 
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here,   for   I   certainly   do    not    come    to 

consult  you  as  a  solicitor,  but "  Here 

her  voice  failed  her,  and  she  was  a  second 
or  two  strugghng  to  regain  her  usual 
composure. 

Mr.  Graeme  waited  for  a  time,  con- 
templating his  visitor  with  something 
hke  curiosity  in  his  grave,  impassive 
face.  At  length  he  said,  ^'  Are  you  not 
able  to  tell  me  why  you  have  come 
here  ?  " 

Silvia  raised  her  eyes  to  him  quickly ; 
he  did  not  look  as  if  he  meant  anything 
specially  disagreeable  and  he  certainly  did 
not  look  as  if  he  meant  anything  agreeable. 
At  all  events,  she  took  courage  from  his 
aspect,  and  answered,  without  hesitation, 
^'I  have  been  told  that  you  were  greatly 
interested  in  helping  women  to  work  for 

VOL.  II.  L 
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themselves,  and  I  was  led  to  believe  that 
you  might  perhaps  be  able  to  show  me 
some  calling  I  might  follow.  I  might 
have  written  to  you,  it  is  true,  but  I 
feared  you  would  throw  my  letter  aside 
unread." 

^'Nothing  so  unbusiness-like  is  ever 
done  in  a  sohcitor's  office,"  said  Mr. 
Graeme,  shortly. 

"And  I  preferred  risking  your  dis- 
pleasure to  bearing  the  suspense." 

Mr.  Graeme  turned  sharply  to  look  at 
Silvia  once  again,  and  then  said,  more 
graciously,  "  I  am  glad  to  see  that  you  are 
frank.  Pray  be  seated  ;  "  and  he  pushed 
one  of  the  round-backed  chairs  towards 
her.  "  What  work  do  you  think  of  doing  ? 
what  employment  are  you  seeking  ?  ' ' 
said  Mr.  Graeme,  still  standing  before  the 
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fireplace,  and  swinging  himself  gently 
backwards  and  forwards. 

*^  Indeed,  I  hardly  know,"  murmured 
poor  Silvia.  "I  would  rather  not  go  out 
as  a  governess.  I  am  certain  that  I  am 
not  fitted  for  the  work ;  it  is  difficult 
to  teach  well,  and  I  should  not  be  satis- 
fied if  that  which  I  had  to  do  were  not 
done  well." 

^'  Governess  work  is  hopeless,  I  should 
say,"  remarked  Mr.  Graeme,  decisively. 
^'You're  too  good-looking.  There  would 
be  all  sorts  of  difficulties — jealous  daugh- 
ters, susceptible  sons,  discerning  friends, 
and  so  on.  Governess  work  won't  do. 
What  else  do  you  suggest  ?  " 

''  It  was  exactly  because  I  had  nothing 
else  to  suggest  that  I  came  to  you," 
answered  Silvia ;   ' '  but  I  am  very  sorry 
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that  I  troubled  you  at  all,  for  I  don't 
think  you  will  be  able  to  do  anything 
for  me." 

^'  The  fact  is  that  you  rather  mistake 
my  position,  I  think,"  said  Mr.  Graeme. 
*^  I  am  not  a  large  employer  of  labour, 
and  have  no  ladies  at  all  in  my  service, 
and  all  that  I  can  do  for  you  is  to  put 
your  name  down  on  the  books  of  the 
society  to  which  I  belong,  and  to  recom- 
mend you  on  all  sides.  Then,  what  am 
I  to  ssij  you  can  do  ?  Could  you  keep 
accounts,  take  notes,  and  \\Tite  letters, 
do  you  think  ?  ' ' 

Silvia's  face  brightened.  ^' Yes,  I  have 
no  doubt  I  could,  and  I  could  always 
learn,"  she  replied  eagerly. 

He  took  a  note-book  from  his  pocket 
and  asked  what  name  he  should  inscribe  ; 
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and  while  he  was  writing  the  words 
''  Silvia  Clevedon,"  he  said,  ''  I  trust  you 
are  not  in  any  way  deceiving  or  dis- 
obeying your  father  in  seeking  work?" 
^^My  father  is  dead,"  said  Silvia, 
abruptly. 

''But  does  your  mother,  at  all  events, 
know  of  your  scheme?"  ui'ged  Mr. 
Graeme. 

"  My  mother  is  dead  also,"  said  Silvia, 
in  a  low,  altered  voice. 

"  Oh,  really.  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  pray 
forgive  me,"  muttered  Mr.  Graeme, 
glancing  hastily  at  Silvia's  black  dress. 
"  What  address  shall  I  write  down  ?  " 

Silvia  told  him  her  street  and  her 
number,  and  then  rose.  She  was  about 
to  thank  him  and  leave,  when  an  idea 
struck  her. 
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*'  There  is  one  thing  I  ought  to  tell 
you,"  she  said ;  ^*  that  is,  if  any  one  were 
kind  enough  to  think  of  employing  me, 
I  could  give  no  references.  The  only 
persons  who  can  bear  witness  to  my 
identity  are  my  landlady  and  her  hus- 
band, who  were  my  father's  lodge- 
keepers." 

'*  Have  you  no  friends  to  whom  any 
inquiries  needed  might  be  addressed," 
asked  Mr.  Graeme,  '^  or  did  you  lose 
them  all  when  you  lost  your  fortune  ?  " 

^'  I  did  not  lose  my  fortune,"  said 
Silvia,  proudly.  ^'  I  gave  it  up  because 
it  was  saddled  with  a  husband  I  did  not 
want." 

Mr.  Graeme  looked  at  her  fixedly,  and 
said,  ''  So  you  threw  up  the  money 
because   of  the  man  ?       Well,  that  was 
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very  iinbiisiness-like  of  you — very — and 
from  a  professional  point  of  view  I 
cannot  approve  it ;  still,  it  mil  give  me 
pleasm-e  to  shake  hands  with  you,  Miss 
Clevedon." 

And  before  she  could  answer  him,  he 
took  her  hand  and  grasped  it  firmly. 
Then,  as  if  ashamed  of  his  sudden  expan- 
sion, he  became  even  stiffer  and  graver 
than  before ;  and  when,  as  she  was 
leaving,  she  murmured  something  about 
being  sorry  to  have  detained  him  so  long, 
he  bent  his  head  ceremoniously,  and 
saying,  ^^  I  will  let  you  know  if  I  hear 
anything.  Good  afternoon,"  motioned  to 
one  of  the  clerks  to  open  the  doors  for 
her,  and  disappeared  into  his  sanctum. 

For  days  after  this  interview,  Silvia 
expected     letters    containing    wonderful 
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offers  by  every  post,  but  no  letters  came. 
Mr.  Johnson  consulted  his  mate  in  the 
mason's  yard  where  he  worked,  and 
bade  Mrs.  Johnson  tell  Silvia  that  the 
gentleman  was  sm^e  not  to  forget  her, 
for  he  had  been  so  kind  to  the  mate's 
wife. 

But  Silvia  could  not  hope  that  he 
would  be  very  kind  to  her — his  manner 
had  been  so  curt  and  stiff,  his  voice  so 
satirical  and  hard ;  and  then  again  his 
hearty  grasp  of  her  hand,  his  sudden 
momentary  enthusiasm,  would  recur  to 
her,  to  puzzle  her  once  more. 

In  the  mean  time  the  days  were  draT\ing 
so  near  to  Christmas  that  she  gave  up 
hoping  for  anything  before  that  sacred 
season  of  eating  and  drinking  had  passed. 
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CHAPTEE  VIII. 

"  I  SUPPOSE,  miss,  you  will  be  at  home 
to-morrow,  the  same  as  usual?"  said 
Mrs.  Johnson,  breaking  in  upon  Silvia 
late  in  the  afternoon  of  Christmas  Eve. 

Silvia  smiled  somewhat  sadly.  ''Indeed, 
I  shall,"  she  rephed;  adding,  "You  can 
give  me  my  dinner  when  you  like ;  don't 
let  me  interfere  with  your  enjoyment  in 
any  way." 

"  Thank  you  kindly,  miss,"  answered 
Mrs.  Johnson;  "but  I  don't  think  we 
shall    have    over   much   enjoyment   our- 


154  A  WOMAN  OF  MIND. 

selves.  Johnson  has  asked  two  of  his 
mates  to  have  a  bit  of  supper  with  us, 
at  half-past  seven;  but  he  seems  out  of 
sorts  altogether  himself,  and  I'm  afraid 
they  will  only  get  quarrelling.  Don't 
you  think  about  trouble  to  me,  however, 
miss,  for  I  haven't  so  much  more  to  do 
than  usual,  and  the  lady  where  Annie 
goes  to  hold  the  baby,  she's  gone  down 
into  the  country  for  two  or  three  days, 
so  Annie  will  be  at  home,  and  is  a  great 
help  to  me.  She  looks  very  pale,  though, 
of  an  evening  when  it's  all  over,  the 
schoohng  and  the  nursing  and  all.  The 
children  misses  the  country  air." 

*' By-the-by,"  said  Silvia,  ^^I  want  you 
to  send  little  Annie  up  to  me.  I  am 
going  to  take  her  out,  if  she  would  Hke  to 
come." 
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^'Like  to  come?  Bless  your  heart, 
why,  she'll  fly  if  I  tell  her  you  want  her," 
re^Dlied  Mrs.  Johnson. 

''  Then  it's  settled,"  said  Silvia.  ''  Send 
her  1123  to  me  as  soon  as  you  possibly 
can." 

And  in  a  few  moments  the  child  ap- 
peared, duly  cleaned  and  pohshed  and 
tidied,  her  Httle  face  all  aglow  with 
satisfaction. 

'*  We  are  going  out  to  do  some  wonder- 
ful things,"  said  Silvia  to  Annie,  ^'  and 
you  must  be  a  good  gui,  and  must  step 
along  bravely.  No,  Tartar,  you  can't 
come  too,"  she  added,  as  the  dog  stretched 
and  shook  himseK  with  the  evident  inten- 
tion of  joining  his  mistress;  "you  must 
stay  at  home  by  the  fireside." 

Tartar  whined    and    looked   at    Silvia 
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with  imploring  eyes  ;  but  she  was  relent- 
less, and  went  out  into  the  busy  streets 
alone  with  Annie. 

They  wound  their  way  through  the 
miserable  by-streets  between  Oxford  Street 
and  Charing  Cross,  little  Annie  in  a  whirl 
of  delight  at  the  honour  she  was  enjoying 
in  walking  side  by  side  with  Miss  Cleve- 
don.  The  thoroughfares  were  crowded 
with  people,  among  whom  Silvia  had 
occasionally  some  difficulty  in  making 
her  way.  There  were  groups  of  stalwart, 
ragged  women,  bare-headed  in  spite  of 
the  weather,  their  arms  folded  defiantly ; 
their  unkempt  hair  gathered  in  an  indis- 
cribable  bundle  at  the  back  of  their  heads, 
and  loose  ends  of  it  floating  about ;  their 
faces  wearing  every  shade  of  ignorant 
misery,   and  bearing  only  too  fi'equently 
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the  traces  of  a  brutal  blow.  Silvia's 
compassionate  glance  fell  on  one  of  those 
women  so  disfigured,  whose  young  face 
told  a  plain  tale  of  dissolute  recklessness 
and  suffering.  The  woman  saw  SiMa's 
look,  and  cried  with  a  coarse  laugh,  and 
jerking  her  head  towards  the  \iolets 
Silvia  had  bought,  only  a  few  moments 
before,  from  an  imploring  child — 

**  Give  us  some  of  them  flowers  ;  they'll 
match  the  colour  of  Jim's  mark." 

One  or  two  of  the  women  standing 
about,  who  heard  the  insolent  tone  of 
this  appeal,  gave  vent  to  a  noisy  laugh ; 
but  Silvia  instantly  put  the  flowers  into 
the  woman's  hand  without  a  word,  with 
only  a  glance  and  a  smile.  The  whole 
expression  of  the  disfigured  face  changed 
instantly,  and  in  the  woman's  utter  sur- 
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prise,  she  never  said,  '^  Thank  you,"  but 
raised  the  flowers  mechanically  to  smell 
them,  gazing  at  Silvia  with  softened 
bewilderment.  Silvia  was  sufficiently 
thanked,  however,  by  that  look,  and 
passed  on  quickly  with  Annie.  She 
turned  round  in  a  few  moments  to  glance 
at  ''  Jim's  "  victim,  whom  she  perceived 
walking  thoughtfully  and  slowly  across 
the  street,  her  bare  head,  with  its  rough 
hair  and  poor  bruised  face,  bent  over  the 
sweet-smelling  violets  that  were  blooming 
at  Christmas  time,  giving  their  fresh  pure 
scent  alike  to  the  poor  and  to  the  rich. 
Who  can  say  how  much  good  those  few 
flowers  may  have  efl'ected  in  "  Jim's " 
one  room  in  that  miserable  court  ?  Who 
can  calculate  the  influences  of  the  violet's 
modest  beauty  and  deHcate   odour  upon 
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a  nature  not  corrupt,  but  debased  by  the 
hard  pressure  of  circumstances  and  com- 
panions ?  Who  can  know  that  the  gift 
of  flowers,  together  with  the  look  and 
smile  that  accompanied  them,  did  not 
awaken  reminiscences  of  younger  and 
better  days,  of  a  childhood  in  the  country, 
of  a  gentle  mother,  or  a  dead  sister  ?  It 
is  impossible  to  foresee  the  effects  of  one 
httle  ghmpse  of  kindness  in  the  rough 
world  in  which  the  poor  Hve.  Kindness 
is  more  wide-spread  in  its  influence  than 
harshness,  for  the  one  is  so  much  rarer 
than  the  other  ! 

Annie  was  very  silent  after  this  in- 
cident ;  she  was  adding  an  inch  or  two 
to  the  pinnacle  on  which  she  had  placed 
Miss  Clevedon  in  her  small  mind.  It  was 
Miss  Clevedon  herself  who  broke  the 
silence  at  last. 
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"  Well,  Annie,"  she  said,  as  the  strange 
pair  burst  from  the  restraint  of  Long  Acre 
into  the  broad  expanse  of  Trafalgar 
Square,  ^'  are  you  not  wondering  where 
you  are  being  taken?" 

*^No,  miss,"  she  answered;  **I  was 
thinking  about  them  \dolets  you  gave 
to  that  woman." 

^'  But  you  will  have  to  think  about 
something  very  different  in  a  few 
minutes,"  said  Silvia. 

They  walked  quickly  on,  and  pre- 
sently Silvia  took  the  child  into  all  the 
confusion  and  bustle  and  light  of  Lowther 
Arcade.  The  place  was  crowded  with 
people — with  portly  mothers,  boisterous 
children,  and  solemn  fathers ;  with  timid 
girls  and  raw  boys ;  with  many  quiet 
women    of    the     governess     t}^e,    who 
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were  evidently  on  the  look  out  for  little 
presents,  the  purchase  of  which  would 
be  within  their  modest  means.  The 
hum  of  human  voices  was  indescribable, 
and  the  noise  of  other  voices  that  were 
most  certainly  not  human — tin  voices, 
brass  voices,  wooden  voices,  leather 
voices — was  ear-sphtting.  All  sorts  of 
antediluvian  animals  were  being  displayed 
and  worked  by  eager  young  ladies  pre- 
siding at  the  stalls  in  front  of  the  shops. 
Dolls  with  eyes  that  opened  and  shut,  dolls 
that  executed  squeaks  solemnly  declared  to 
be  the  words  *'  papa  "  and  '^  mamma,"  that 
were  able  to  turn  then*  heads  in  a  some- 
what spasmodic  manner,  and  not  strictly 
in  accordance  with  the  human  anatomical 
arrangements,  that  had  real  hair  and 
dainty  waxen  feet  and  hands,  were  hung 
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iu  "brilliant  rows,  their  bodies  wrapped  in- 
tissue  paper,  and  only  theii*  curly  lieads 
being  visible  to  tempt  the  cliildisli  fancy ;, 
glass  and  china  w^are  of  gay  and  gaudy 
descriptions  glittered  in  profusion ;  chil- 
dren's  books  in  crimson-and-gold  and 
hlue- and- gold  binding,  with  roughly 
coloured  illustrations  of  the  time- 
honoured  legends  of  Bluebeard,  Cin- 
derella, Jack  the  Giant  Killer,  etc.,  lay 
upon  the  counters  ;  and  everywhere,  on 
every  side,  were  toys  of  all  kinds,  of  all 
sizes,  of  all  prices — fi'om  the  majestic 
rocking-horse,  standing  four  feet  high^ 
to  the  penny  box  of  w^ooden  cups  and 
saucers. 

Little  Annie  looked  about  her  in  utter 
bewilderment.  She  had  never  seen  any- 
thing of  this  kind  before,  and  was  dazed 
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by  the  light  and  the  crowd,  and  the 
noise  of  merry  voices  and  of  laughter. 

'^Now,  Annie,"  said  Silvia,  "I  want 
you  to  choose  something  for  the  baby, 
and  something  for  yonr  sister,  and  some- 
thing for  yourself.  Will  you  look  about 
all  round  you  and  see  what  you  think 
they  would  like,  and  then  tell  me  ?  " 

'^  Oh,  you  are  so  kind,  miss,"  said 
Annie,  half  crjdng  in  her  excitement ; 
*^but  what  shall  I  do  ?  How  am  I  to 
choose?" 

*^Well,  take  your  time,  my  child," 
answered  Silvia,  smihng  kindly  at  Annie's 
enthusiasm ;  "  only  do  not  choose  a 
rocking-horse,  for  that  would  be  some- 
what difficult  to  get  home." 

Very  patiently  did  Silvia  go  up  and 
down  the  Arcade  with  Annie,  who  could 
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not  make  up  her  mind.  She  contrived, 
at  last,  to  settle  upon  a  gorgeous  box  of 
bricks  for  the  baby,  and  then  upon  a 
perambulator,  with  a  doll  in  it,  for  her 
little  sister. 

'^  And  what  have  you  chosen  for  your- 
self?" asked  Silvia. 

Annie  seemed  nervous  in  answering. 

'^  I  hope  you  won't  mind,  miss,"  she 
said,  earnestly;  "it's  not  quite  a  toy, 
because,  you  see,  I'm  most  too  big  for 
a  toy  now,  and  I  thought  it  would  be 
more  useful  to  me  always.  Mother  often 
says  she  wishes  I  had  one,  and  it 
would  be  so  handy  to  keep  all  my 
things  in." 

**  But  you  haven't  told  me  what  it  is, 
dear,"  said  Silvia,  looking  almost  tenderly 
at   the    child,    whose   experience   of    life 
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made  her  feel  too  old  for  toys  at  nine 
years  of  age. 

Annie  drew  her  gently  along  the 
Arcade,  and  making  a  dead  stop  before  a 
shop  where  the  articles  displayed  were  of 
a  utiHtarian  character,  pointed  out  a  work- 
box  gaily  fitted  up  with  red  satin,  and 
with  bodkin,  and  scissors,  and  thimble 
ghstening  in  their  places. 

*^I  think  I  would  like  a  cotton-box 
better  than  anything,  if  you  don't  mind, 
miss,"  the  child  murmured,  evidently 
afraid  that  Silvia  would  depreciate  her 
choice. 

But  Silvia  only  smiled  gravely,  and 
said  she  should  certainly  have  it  if  she 
really  liked  it,  and  Annie's  sensations 
were  beyond  words. 

The    young    man    presiding    at    the 
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counter  volunteered  to  supply  Silvia 
"with  a  '^  cotton-box,"  as  Annie  called  it, 
already  stocked  with  cotton  and  needles, 
and  tape  and  buttons,  and  hooks  and 
eyes,  etc. 

Silvia  fell  in  with  his  suggestion,  and 
was  waiting  in  the  Arcade  while  the 
parcel  was  made  up,  her  purse  and  the 
glove  she  had  taken  off  in  her  hand, 
when  she  heard  a  fresh  young  voice  close 
beside  her  exclaim — 

*'  Oh,  papa,  there's  Philip's  friend, 
Miss  Clevedon." 

Silvia  glanced,  involuntarily,  in  the 
dkection  whence  the  voice  came,  and 
met  the  gaze  of  a  pair  of  earnest  dark 
blue  eyes,  by  which  she  instantly  recog- 
nized Effie  Koyle.  It  was  not  possible 
for  her  to  do  otherwise  than  bow,  and  as 
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'slie  did  so,  slie  remembered  vividly  her 
meeting  with  Effie  at  the  opera,  the 
awkward  scene  in  the  grand  hall,  and 
Eoyle's  words  at  parting.  How  far  off  it 
all  seemed  to  her  ! 

Effie 's  first  impulse  had  been  to  addi*ess 
her  brother's  friend  ;  but  her  father  had 
drawn  her  back,  and  ]\Iiss  Clevedon 
evidently  did  not  wish  to  speak,  she 
thought,  so  she  contented  herself  vdth 
retui-ning  the  nod  ;  and  giving  Silvia 
one  of  her  pretty  pensive  smiles,  and  a 
final  glance,  she  passed  on  with  her 
father. 

**  Now,  Annie,  we  must  be  extravagant, 
and  have  a  cab,"  said  Silvia,  putting 
aside  her  retrospective  thoughts  for  the 
moment.  ''  We  could  never  carry  all 
these  things  home  ;  and  we  will  take  them. 
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to  the  entrance  of  the  Arcade,  and  call  a 
cab  there." 

So  this  interval  of  what  seemed  to 
Annie  fairyland,  was  appropriately  closed 
to  her  young  mind  by  a  ride  in  a  cab ; 
and  if  she  had  been  whirled  back  to 
Charlotte  Street,  Fitzroy  Square,  in  a 
chariot  of  gold  drawn  by  the  legendary 
milk-white  horses,  her  delight  could  not 
have  been  keener  than  at  driving  through 
St.  Giles's  in  a  musty  and  tumble-down 
four-wheeler. 

Once  in  Charlotte  Street,  Silvia  paid 
the  cabmen,  let  herself  and  Annie  quietlj' 
into  the  house,  and  before  she  turned  into 
her  j)arlour,  kissed  the  child  kindly,  and 
hoi)ed  she  and  her  brother  and  sister 
would  be  pleased. 

**  Tell  your  mother  to  come  up  to  me 
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for  a  moment,"  said  she.  ^^  And  you  run 
down  as  quick  as  you  can,  and  give  the 
children  their  toys." 

*'  Now  then,  young  un,"  cried  John- 
son, as  Annie  skipped  down  the  kitchen 
staii's.  ''  Why  can't  you  come  along 
quiet  ?  I  was  almost  asleep,  I  declare. 
Why,  what  have  you  been  up  to  ?  what 
have  you  got  there  ?  "  he  exclaimed,  as 
Annie  entered  the  kitchen,  laden. 

^'Oh,  father,  it's  Miss  Clevedon ! '^ 
gasped  Annie,  almost  too  excited  to 
speak. 

''That  ain't  Miss  Clevedon,"  said 
Johnson,  looking  towards  the  three  bulky 
parcels  Annie  had  put  down  on  the 
floor. 

^^  Where  did  they  come  from,  Annie, 
and    who    are    i\\ej  for?"    asked    Mrs- 
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Johnson,  advancing  towards  the  fire- 
place. 

^^  Miss  Clevedon  bought  it  all,"  said 
Annie.  *'  Oh,  and  she  wants  you  to  go 
up  to  the  parlour  to  her  for  a  moment." 

Mrs.  Johnson  went  away  immediately, 
and  while  she  was  gone,  Annie  unfolded 
the  treasures  before  her  father  and  the 
children.  She  handed  the  baby  his  box 
of  bricks,  she  gave  little  Lizzie  her 
perambulator  and  doll,  and  then  she 
displayed  her  ^^  cotton-box "  to  her 
father,  revelHng  in  the  reels  and  skeins, 
the  packets  of  needles,  the  bodkin  and 
thimble,  and  the  sharp  and  shining 
scissors. 

^' Isn't  it  beautiful,  father?"  she  said, 
as  she  fixed  all  the  things  in  their  places. 
^^It's    just    what  I  wanted,    because    I 
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haven't  got  anytliing  like  a  cotton-box, 
and  mother's  isn't  as  nice  as  this,  is  it  ? 
You  know,  I  should  always  have  wanted 
one  soon,  and  it  seemed  foolish  for  me 
to  have  a  toy— didn't  it,  father  ? — because 
I'm  a  big  girl  now.  Isn't  it  all  beau- 
tiful, father,  and  isn't  Miss  Clevedon 
kind?" 

Johnson  muttered  something  unintel- 
ligible, and  Mrs.  Johnson  returning  to 
the  kitchen  at  that  moment,  with  a 
suspicious  redness  about  her  eyes,  he 
took  that  opportunity  of  fi'eeing  himself 
from  any  softness  that  he  might  have 
felt  creeping  over  him. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  you've  been 
a-crying  again  now,  have  you?"  he 
cried  to  his  wife.  "  I  never  did  see 
anything  Hke  you  women  folk  for  crying. 
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No  matter  what  happens,  whether  you're 
pleased  or  worried,  or  whether  your  good 
man  beats  you  or  pets  you,  I'm  hanged 
if  you  don't  all  of  you  turn  on  the 
waterworks.  I  should  like  to  see  the 
governor's  face  down  at  the  stone  yard, 
if  me  and  my  mates  was  to  set  off  crying 
when  he  give  us  a  half-holiday.  What's 
the  matter?" 

'^Miss  Clevedon  wanted  to  give  me 
a  Christmas  box,  to  help  us  along  a 
bit,  she  said,"  replied  Mrs.  Johnson. 

'^Well,  where  is  it?"  said  Johnson, 
determined  not  to  be  softened. 

*^Here  it  is,"  said  Mrs.  Johnson, 
putting  a  fold  of  paper  into  his  hand. 

He  opened  it  and  saw  that  it  con- 
tained three  shining  sovereigns — three  of 
those  solid  gold  pieces  it   took  him  so- 
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long  to  earn — three  of  the  sterling  coins 
that  meant  so  much  ease  and  comfort, 
and  comparative  fi'eedom  fi'om  anxiety 
for  a  time  to  him  and  his. 

^'  Devil  a  hit  of  the  old  admiral's 
character  has  she  got  in  her !  "  he  ex- 
claimed, flinging  the  money  down  on 
the  tahle  towards  his  wife.  And  he 
took  up  his  hat,  and  went  out  of  the 
house  without  another  word,  only  re- 
turning in  time  to  see  the  children  before 
they  were  put  to  bed. 

When  Silvia  came  into  her  little 
parlour  to  her  sohtary  breakfast  on 
Christmas  morning,  she  saw  on  the 
table  a  letter,  and  a  huge  bimch  of  wild 
blossoms  and  buds  and  leaves,  that 
reminded  her  instantly  of  her  old  home 
in  Hampshire.    She  lifted  the  picturesque 
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nosegay  before  she  looked  at  tlie  letter ; 
she  examined  the  glistening  green  leaves 
and  the  feathery  fir-branches,  and  the 
very  scent  of  them  seemed  to  have 
a  special  reminiscence  of  Lyndwood. 

*'  How  did  these  get  here,  Mrs.  John- 
son?" asked  Silvia,  as  her  landlady 
brought  in  her  breakfast. 

"  Well,  miss,"  said  Mrs.  Johnson, 
hesitatingly,  ^'it  was  Johnson  who 
thought  of  it.  He  remembered  how 
fond  you  always  was  of  the  grasses  and 
greenery  that  grows  about  in  the  forest, 
and  he  couldn't  venture  to  offer  you 
a  present ;  so  he  just  got  one  of  his 
friends  at  Lyndwood  to  get  him  a  fine 
bunch,  and  to  send  it  up  by  the  railway 
guard,  and  Johnson  went  to  meet  the 
train.  It  isn't  much,  miss,  but  it's  well 
meant." 
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"It's  everything  to  me,"  said  Silvia, 
grasping  Mrs.  Johnson's  hand.  "  I  thank 
you  hoth  with  all  my  heart." 

In  a  moment  or  two,  she  tm^ned  to  her 
letter.  The  handwiiting  was  strange  to 
her,  and  she  tore  open  the  envelope  with 
very  little  interest.     The  letter  ran — 

"  38,  Chancery  Lane. 

"  Dear  Madam, 

"I  am  glad  to  say  that  I  think 
I  shall  have  something  to  offer  you  in  the 
first  weeks  of  the  New  Year.  I  should  be 
pleased  if  you  would  caU  on  me  on  the 
afternoon  of  the  3rd  of  January,  that  we 
may  talk  matters  over.  With  best  wishes 
for  the  season, 

**  Beheve  me,  dear  madam, 
'^  Yom's  faithfully, 

' '  Andrew  Grae  me  . "" 
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This  letter  had  the  effect  that  Mr. 
Graeme  had  perhaps  intended  :  it  buoyed 
Silvia  lip  for  the  whole  day.  She  sat 
alone  through  the  long  hours  with  some- 
thing like  hope  in  her  heart ;  she  formed 
the  wildest  plans,  she  indulged  in  the 
vainest  dreams,  she  made  the  bravest 
resolves,  as  she  sat  by  the  fire,  listening 
mechanically  to  the  noise  and  laughter 
below — to  the  shouts  of  the  children, 
the  singing  and  cheering  of  Johnson's 
*^  mates,"  when  they  came  in  to  supper. 
And,  finall}^,  the  Christmas  Day  that  she 
had  dreaded  passed  away  easily  enough ; 
and  when  she  lay  down  to  rest  at  night, 
the  songs  from  below  still  echoing  in  her 
ears,  and  asked  herself  what  it  was  that 
had  really  brightened  her  day,  she  was 
obliged  to   own  that  it  was   the   letter 
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from  the  man  she  had  been  encouraging 
herself  to  abhor,  and  the  simple  forest 
nosegay  from  the  neighbom'hood  of  her 
old  home. 

If  she  had  only  known  of  the  tender 
thoughts  hovering  about  her !  That 
Christmas  afternoon,  when  Effie  Eoyle 
wandered  into  the  hbrary  of  Laurel 
Lodge  just  before  dinner,  she  found  her 
brother  there. 

'^  Oh,  Philip,"  she  cried,  ^'  I  am  so 
glad  to  find  you  quite  alone.  I  have 
something  to  tell  you  which  I  am  sure 
you  will  be  pleased  to  hear." 

"Have  you,  dear?"  said  Eoyle,  lan- 
guidly. "  Tell  me  quickly  then,  before 
some  one  comes." 

"Why,  Phihp,"  said  Effie,  coming  and 
standing   close  beside  him    as  he    stood 
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at  the  mantelpiece,  ^' whom  do  you  think 
I  saw  yesterday  ?  " 

''I  really  don't  know,"  said  Eoyle. 
*'  Tell  me  :  I  can't  guess." 

*^  Some  one  whom  you  know  very  well 
— whom  you  admired  very  much,  I  am 
sure,"  said  Effie.  ''  Some  one  whom  I 
saw  at  the  opera,  Philip." 

'^  Miss  Clevedon,  was  it  ?  I  beg  her 
pardon  —  Mrs.  Jocelyn  ?  "  said  Philip, 
hurriedly. 

^'  Yes,  it  was  Miss  Clevedon,"  said 
Effie ;  and  she  put  one  hand  on  her 
brother's  arm,  and  whispered,  ^^And, 
Phihp,  you  needn't  beg  her  pardon,  for 
she  is  not  Mrs.  Jocelyn  or  Mrs.  any- 
thing." 

^^How  do  you  know?"  cried  Eoyle, 
his  face  flushing  and  his  eyes  hghting. 
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"She  had  her  glove  off,"  said  Effie 
gently,  "  and  I  saw  her  hand.  She  had 
no  wedding  ring  on  ;  and  oh,  Philip,  she 
looked  so  pale  and  thin,  so  altered  ! " 

**  Dinner  is  ready,  sir,"  said  the  ser- 
vant, opening  the  library  door ;  and  the 
brother  and  sister  went  into  the  dining- 
room  together. 

Eoyle's  heart  was  lighter  that  evening 
than  it  had  been  for  many  weeks ;  and 
when  all  the  merriment  was  over,  and  he 
said  good-night  to  his  father  and  sisters, 
he  whispered  to  Effie,  "  Thanks,  httle 
Effie,  for  your  news  !  It  has  brightened 
Christmas  for  me." 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 

The  3rd  of  January  was  the  opening  of 
a  new  era  in  Silvia's  life.  The  second 
week  in  the  New  Year  found  Silvia 
solemnly  engaged  at  a  regular  salary, 
to  work  for  her  living.  Mr.  Graeme 
had  told  her  of  a  post  that  was  vacant 
in  the  administration  of  the  ^^  Society 
for  the  Protection  of  Workwomen."  He 
told  her  the  objects  of  the  society,  which 
were  to  promote  the  fair  remuneration 
of  labour,  to  estabhsh  equal  and  mode- 
rate   working    hours,   to    afford    mutual 
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help  in  time  of  sickness  and  of  want 
of  work,  and  to  give  information  as  to 
where  work  might  be  had ;  he  gave  her 
a  sketch  of  the  duties  she  would  have 
to  perform  as  secretary  to  the  society ; 
he  mentioned  with  singular  dehcacy  the 
figure  of  the  salary,  without  telling  that 
he  had  volunteered  to  pay  thhty  pounds 
sterhng  of  that  salary,  at  all  events  for 
the  first  year ;  and  when,  finally,  after 
due  questions  and  instructions,  he  asked 
Silvia  if  it  would  suit,  she  could  hardly 
answer  him,  so  strong  was  her  emotion, 
so  deep  her  gratitude.  She  reminded 
him,  before  the  matter  was  concluded, 
that  in  accepting  the  post,  she  could  give 
the  society  no  references ;  and  he  had 
smiled  grimly,  and  said  he  had  recom- 
mended her,  and  that  no  further  refer- 
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ence  would  be  needed  by  the  little  band 
of  thoughtful  men  and  women  who  had 
leagued  themselves  together  to  protect 
and  help  working  women. 

^'I  must  not  only  thank  you  with  all 
my  heart  and  soul,"  said  Silvia  to  Mr. 
Graeme,  as  she  was  leaving,  '^  but  I  must 
apologize  to  you  for  the  harsh  and  unjust 
opinion  I  had  formed  of  you.  I  see  fully 
my  own  short-sightedness,  and  shall  not 
easily  forgive  myself  for  having  done  you 
a  moment's  injustice  even  in  thought." 

He  smiled  again  a  cold,  stiff  smile, 
and  bent  his  head  formally,  as  he  muttered 
^'Good-bye;"  but  he  pressed  the  hand 
she  held  out  to  him  with  marked 
cordiahty,  and  when  she  had  gone  he 
said  to  himself,  "  That  is  a  brave  and 
honest  woman !  " 
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The  offices  of  the  ^^  Society  for  the 
Protection  of  .Workwomen"  were  in 
Dean  Street,  High  Holborn,  and  were 
decidedly  humble  in  detail.  The  society 
only  owned  two  large  rooms  on  the 
ground-floor.  In  the  first  of  these,  the 
walls  of  which  were  lined  with  book- 
shelves containing  the  society's  library, 
was  the  secretary's  table,  on  which  stood 
a  large  desk  and  envelope-case,  piles  of 
prospectuses,  catalogues  of  the  books, 
forms  for  subscription,  pamphlets,  and 
copies  of  various  journals  of  the  trades 
to  which  the  members  belonged.  In  the 
further  room,  which  was  separated  from 
the  first  by  folding  doors  that  were 
thrown  wide  open  on  grand  occasions, 
were  rows  of  chairs  and  benches,  and 
a  massive  table  for  committee-meetings. 
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In  these  two  rooms  was  a  little  world 
apart  from  the  noise  and  vice  and  glitter 
of  the  immediate  neighbourhood.  The 
working  women  of  London  who  were 
anxious  to  improve  their  social  as  well  as 
their  industrial  position,  had  here  an 
effectual  means ;  and  the  friends  of  the 
working  folk  who  had  formed  the  society 
originally,  were  indescribably  pleased  to 
see  how  their  idea  prospered, — how  the 
number  of  subscribers  increased ;  how  the 
modest  entertainments  that  they  provided 
— lectures,  readings,  meetings,  teas,  social 
gatherings — throve  ;  how  ready  the  work- 
ing women  were  to  make  an  attempt 
at  self-improvement.  There  were  di'ess- 
makers,  tailoresses,  bookbinders,  up- 
holsteresses,  florists,  and  umbrella-makers 
among  the  members  of  the  society ;   and 
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it  was  a  refreshing  sight  to  many  lovers 
of  the  human  race  to  see  these  women 
gathered  happily  round  the  homely  tea- 
table  on  social  evenings,  enjoying  a 
general  chat  and  a  Httle  mild  jocularity, 
and  varying  the  conversational  element 
with  a  song  or  two  from  the  members 
who  were  able,  or  thought  they  were  able, 
to  sing. 

As  may  be  imagined,  Silvia  rapidly 
became  a  favourite  among  all  these 
persons.  The  founders  of  the  society 
liked  her  because  they  perceived  at  a 
glance  that  she  was  a  lady,  and  also  they 
were  disposed  to  like  any  one  recom- 
mended by  Mr.  Graeme.  There  was 
something  so  quiet,  so  well-bred  about 
Miss  Clevedon,  they  all  said.  She  knew 
instantly   what  was   wanted;   she  knew 
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what  to  say  and  how  to  say  it ;  she  could 
put  the  most  tiresome  meaning  into  a 
few  concise  words,  immediately;  she 
knew  the  contents  of  the  volumes  on 
the  society's  hook-shelves  by  heart,  and 
she  could  discuss  the  general  tone  and 
influence  of  the  author's  writings.  On 
the  whole,  Miss  Clevedon  was  a  decided 
acquisition,  said  the  promoters  of  the 
society,  and  it  was  fortunate  that  Mr. 
Graeme  had  been  able  to  secure  her 
services. 

With  the  workwomen,  Silvia  had  no 
difficulty;  from  the  first  time  that  they 
saw  her,  they  liked  her,  and  her  behaviour 
to  them  could  not  fail  to  increase  the 
liking.  Many  were  the  tales  of  struggle 
and  temptation  brought  to  Silvia's 
ears;   many  were   the  lamentations,  the 
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grievances,  the  petty  troubles  and  trials 
confided  to  her;  many  were  the  hearts 
she  cheered,  the  sorrows  she  soothed. 
The  girls  would  run  into  the  room  in 
which  were  the  secretary's  desk  and  table, 
and  would  lean  confidentially  over  the 
table  to  tell  Silvia  the  various  incidents 
of  their  daily  life  on  which  they  wanted 
her  advice.  The  first  question  many  of 
them  asked,  as  they  filtered  one  by  one 
into  the  rooms,  when  there  was  a  social 
or  industrial  gathering,  was — ^'Is  Miss 
Clevedon  here  ?  ' '  And  in  spite  of  their 
boundless  confidential  familiarity,  their 
eagerness  to  have  a  laugh  and  a  joke  with 
Silvia,  these  workwomen  all  recognized 
her  superiority;  they  saw  that  she  was 
many  degrees  above  them  in  everything, 
and  they  respected  her,  while  they  had 
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a  liking  amounting  almost  to  love  for 
her. 

Silvia,  too,  with  her  large  powers  of 
sympathy,  grew  deeply  interested  in  the 
lives  of  those  around  her.  She  knew  and 
remembered  the  stories  of  each  of  the 
women,  and  was  to  be  heard  asking  this 
one  after  her  mother,  and  that  one  after 
her  husband.  She  saw  all  the  difficulties 
and  trials  that  beset  the  poor  work-girl 
who  is  trying  to  make  an  honest  liveli- 
hood, she  reahzed  the  severity  of  the 
struggle  between  good  and  evil,  and  she 
helped,  with  all  her  strength,  to  make 
the  narrow  path  of  duty  pleasant  and 
profitable  to  the  young  pilgrims  who  con- 
sulted her. 

Silvia  did  not  see  Mr.  Graeme  for  more 
than   a  fortnight   after  her  appointment 
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to  the  secretaryship  of  the  Society  for 
the  Protection  of  Workwomen  ;  and 
during  that  foi-tnight  she  had  learned 
how  kind  and  generous  was  the  heart 
that  beat  beneath  the  unsympathetic, 
rough  exterior.  Every  one  connected 
with  the  society  had  a  story  to  tell  of  his 
goodness,  his  readiness  to  give  time  and 
trouble  and  money  in  a  deserving  cause ; 
every  face  shone  when  his  name  was 
mentioned ;  every  voice  was  eloquent  in 
his  praise.  It  was  true  that  he  looked 
stern  and  cold,  that  he  spoke  severely, 
often  even  harshly;  that  he  seemed  some- 
times to  fi'eeze  all  the  human  warmth  in 
one's  heart,  they  owned ;  but  those  who 
knew  him  overlooked  these  pecuharities, 
because  of  the  real  warmth,  the  faithful 
courage,  the  noble  zeal  underlying  them. 


190  A   WOMAN   OF   MIND. 

And  SO  Silvia  grew  to  like  the  stern 
Scotchman  as  much  as  she  had  once 
thought  she  dishked  him. 

It  was  on  the  evening  appointed  for  a 
little  discussion  on  the  accounts  of  the 
society,  that  Mr.  Graeme  first  saw  Silvia 
at  her  post.  He  came  into  the  room 
very  early,  when  only  one  or  two  women 
were  present,  and  he  walked  straight  up 
to  the  secretary's  desk,  and  sat  down  on 
a  bench  close  by  her. 

^'  How  do  you  like  your  work,  Miss 
Clevedon  ?  "  he  said.  *'How  long  do 
you  think  it  will  be  before  you  are 
thoroughly  tired  of  it  ?  " 

^^  I  don't  think  I  shall  get  tired  of  it 
at  all,"  said  Silvia,  raising  her  eyes 
frankly  to  meet  his  keen,  steady  gaze. 
^'I  am  so  interested  in  it,  that  it  is  im- 
possible ever  to  like  it  less." 


A   WOMAN   OF   MIND.  191 

'^  Are  you  really  interested  in  the  lives 
you  see  around  you  ?"  asked  Mr.  Graeme, 
gravely. 

**  Indeed,  I  am,"  reiDlied  Silvia.  "I 
was  always  deeply  interested  in  the  work- 
ing men  and  women,  in  the  poor  people 
and  the  ignorant  people,  who  find  life 
so  hard  and  bitter," 

*^  But  I  thought  you  belonged  to  the 
classes  who  would  recommend  the  poor 
to  eat  cakes,  when  there  is  no  bread?" 
said  Mr.  Graeme.  *'  How  did  you  hap- 
pen to  acquire  sympathy  for  the  working 
masses  of  the  population  ?  " 

**  I  tliink  it  came  naturally  to  me," 
said  Silvia.  ^' At  any  rate,  I  am  interested 
and  happy  here  among  the  work-people, 
and  I  am  inexpressibly  grateful  to  you. 
I  don't  know  why  you  should  have  been 
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SO  kind  to  me,  but  I  am,  nevertheless, 
deeply  sensible  of  your  kindness." 

"I  was  inclined  to  assist  you  for  two 
reasons,"  said  Mr.  Graeme,  calmly.  ^'  In 
the  first  place,  because  you  preferred 
your  principles  to  your  wealth ;  and  in 
the  second  place,  because  you  did  not 
blush  when  I  made  allusion  to  your  good 
looks,  which  showed  me  you  were  a 
woman  of  sense." 

Silvia  must  have  fallen  immediately  in 
his  estimation,  for  the  blood  rushed  to 
her  face  as  he  spoke,  and  she  seemed  so 
confused  at  the  untimeHness  of  the 
speech,  that  he  got  up  and  left  her  to 
recover  herself,  while  he  talked  to  one 
of  the  women.  He  came  back  to  her 
repeatedly  as  the  room  filled,  bringing 
the  various  members  of  the  committee  to 
introduce  to  her. 
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''  Have  yoii  spoken  to  Mr.  Hurst 
yet?"  he  asked  Silvia,  after  one  of  these 
introductions. 

*'Is  Mr.  Hurst  here?"  said  Silvia, 
eagerly. 

^^Yes;  there  he  is,"  answered  Mr. 
Graeme,  pointing  to  a  slim,  delicate- 
looking  young  man,  with  a  gentle,  refined 
face,  and  earnest  expression  and  manner, 
who  wore  the  clerical  long  coat  and 
white  band  round  the  throat.  ^^And  a 
model  clergyman  he  is.  Miss  Clevedon. 
He  spends  his  Hfe  among  the  poor.  He 
works  among  them ;  he  lives  in  a  house 
with  the  poor  around  him  on  every  side, 
in  the  rooms  above  him,  in  the  parlours 
beneath  him.  He  is  mixed  up  with  all 
the  associations  such  as  this  for  the 
bettering  of  the  condition  of  working  men 
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and  women.  His  name  is  on  every  com- 
mittee that  the  work  folk  swear  by,  and 
throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of 
his  broad  parish  of  poor  people,  he  is 
respected  and  loved  because  of  his 
toleration,  his  humanity,  and  his  entire 
good  fellowship  with  the  humblest  of  his 
parishioners." 

In  a  moment  Mr.  Hurst  came  across 
the  room,  in  answer  to  a  sign  fi'om 
Graeme,  and  on  being  introduced  to 
Silvia,  said  earnestly — 

^'  I  cannot  tell  you  how  much  pleasure 
it  gives  me  when  I  see  a,  lady  interested 
and  willing  to  work  in  our  organizations 
for  the  working  people.  As  a  rule,  you 
know,  it  is  much  easier  to  arouse  the 
sympathies  of  men  than  those  of  women 
on  such  questions,  and  I  find  I  can  get 
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twenty  geutleineu  to  help  where  I  cannot 
get  one  lady." 

"  That  is  the  fault  of  then*  education 
greatly,  I  believe,"  said  Sihia.  ''  If 
there  were  more  equahty  in  the  instruc- 
tion given  to  hoys  and  girls,  the  sym- 
pathies of  the  men  and  women  would 
harmonize  more  than  is  possible  now." 

]\Ir.  Hurst  looked  somewhat  astonished 
at  the  style  and  the  sentiment  of  the 
answer,  which  were  not  quite  what  he 
had  expected  from  a  salaried  secretary, 
and  he  bent  his  eyes  thoughtfully  on 
Silvia's  face  as  he  observed,  ''  Then  you 
are  a  firm  friend  of  the  people  ?  You 
are  entirely  with  us  ?  " 

^'Enthely,"  said  Silvia,  her  face  hght- 
ing  up  as  she  spoke. 

From  that  evening  her  place  was  secure 
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in  the  society.  She  had  contrived,  she 
never  knew  how,  to  will  general  good 
will,  and  in  one  or  two  quarters  she 
found  firm  friends. 

'^  How  did  you  come  across  Miss  Cleve- 
don,  Graeme  ?  "  said  the  young  clergyman, 
as  he  and  his  friend  stood  at  the  door 
of  the  society's  rooms,  when  the  dis- 
cussion was  over,  and  the  women  were 
trooping  out  of  the  place. 

'^  She  came  to  me,"  said  Graeme,  ^^  and 
from  her  account  of  herself  I  liked  her, 
and  was  confident  that  she  might  be 
trusted.  It's  a  pure  speculation,  I  warn 
you." 

*^  She  looks  thoughtful  and  clever," 
said  Mr.  Hurst.  ^'I  hope  she  will  keej) 
to  the  society." 

At  that  moment  Silvia  brushed  quickly 
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by  them,  with  a  swift  '^  Good  night,"  and 
went  out  into  the  dark  street. 

The  two  men  looked  after  her.  They 
heard  her  call  gently  as  if  to  a  dog,  and 
they  saw  Tartar's  big  black  figure  spring 
up  as  if  out  of  the  earth,  and  run  along, 
bounding  and  leapmg,  by  her  side. 

^'  She  is  well  protected,"  said  Mr. 
Hurst,  solemnly.  ''  She  has  her  own 
brave  spirit." 

^^And  the  dog!"  added  the  grim 
Scotchman. 
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CHAPTEK  X. 

Speing  Avas  in  tlie  lieiglit  of  its  glory.  Tlie 
brilliant  sunlight  of  an  April  afternoon 
\vas  flooding  the  clingy  dreariness  of  Dean 
Street,  High  Holborn,  as  a  neat  httle 
brougham  rolled  along  the  narrow  road- 
way, and  drew  up  in  front  of  the  offices  of 
the  Society  for  the  Protection  of  Work- 
women. A  young  man,  faultlessly  dressed^ 
sprang  out  of  it  and  strode  to  the  door- 
w^ay,  over  which  the  name  of  the  society 
was  placarded.  As  he  entered,  a  boy 
came  from  some  remote  depths,  and  asked 
him  whom  he  wished  to  see. 
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^'  I  want  the  secretary  of  this  Society 
for  the  Protection  of  Women,  or  what- 
ever its  proper  name  may  be,"  said  the 
visitor. 

The  boy  stepped  forward,  threw  open 
the  door  of  the  first  room,  which  was  the 
secretary's  sanctum,  and  crying,  "  Miss 
Clevedon,  here's  a  gentleman  wants  you," 
ushered  the  visitor  into  the  secretary's 
presence,  and  retired. 

Silvia  looked  up  from  her  desk  and  her 
pile  of  letters  giving  notice  of  meetings, 
and  di'opped  her  pen  in  her  utter  surprise. 

^' Why,  Gilbert !  "  she  cried,  advancing 
with  a  bright  smile  and  with  outstretched 
hand.  '^I  can  hardly  believe  my 'own 
eyes." 

*^  And  I  can  hardly  believe  mine,  I  can 
assure  you,"  returned  Jocelyn  (for  it  was 
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lie).  ^' You  can't  be  half  so  surprised  as 
I  am." 

''If  you  won't  shake  hands  with  me," 
said  Silvia,  ''I  shall  say  that  no  one  on 
earth  can  ever  be  so  surprised  as  I  shall 
be." 

Her  laugh  was  irresistible,  and  Jocelyn 
clasped  her  hand  with  remarkable 
warmth,  considering  that  he  had  appeared 
reluctant  to  take  it  a  moment  before. 

''Won't  you  sit  down,  Gilbert?"  said 
Silvia.  "Here  is  a  bench  for  you;  or 
stay,  I  will  take  the  bench  for  a  change, 
and  you  shall  have  my  official  chair ; " 

and  she  pushed  the  sohd  armchair  to- 
wards him. 

But  he  did  not  look  inclined  to  sit 
down  and  make  himself  at  home  in  the 
dingy  office. 
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''  I  can't  talk  to  you  in  this  hole, 
Silvia,"  he  said,  testily,  ''with,  I  pre- 
sume, a  crowd  of  ragged  women  peeping 
through  every  chink,  and  innumerable 
small  boys  hstening  at  the  door." 

Silvia  laughed.  ''My  dear  Gilbert," 
she  said,  "  do  you  suppose  that  the 
people  about  the  place  are  totally  un- 
accustomed to  the  sight  of  a  gentleman  ? 
If  the  Lord  Mayor  in  all  his  robes,  his 
^  tinsel  show  and  a'  that,'  were  to  come 
here  in  the  broad  dayhght,  a  few  persons 
might  assemble  about  the  offices,  but  a 
gentleman  imr  et  simjjle  is  common 
enough  to  the  minds  of  the  ragged  women 
and  small  boys  in  the  vicinity.  There  is 
really  no  reason  why  you  should  not  talk 
to  me  here  just  as  fi'eely  as  you  wish. 
First  of  all,  tell  me  how  you  found  me 
out  ?  " 
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"  Very  simply,"  answered  Jocelyn,  with 
a  sharpness  in  his  tone  and  manner  that 
Silvia  had  never  noticed  in  him  before. 
*^  Some  one  had  left  a  notice  of  a  meeting 
in  a  railway  carriage  which  brought  me 
from  Sydenliam  to  London  yesterday 
afternoon.  I  glanced  casually  at  it,  and 
saw  the  name  of  the  secretary,  ^  S.  Cleve- 
don,'  affixed  to  a  postscript  requesting 
people  to  bring  their  own  chairs  or  their 
own  lights,  or  some  ignoble  directions  of 
the  kind." 

*^  It  was  a  note  requesting  members  to 
bring  their  subscription  books,  which  is 
not  an  ignoble  direction  at  all,"  answered 
Silvia,  quietly. 

^'  Of  course,  I  guessed  that  S.  Clevedon 
meant  Silvia  Clevedon.  Clevedon  is  not 
a   common   name,"    continued    Jocelyn,. 
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^^  and  I  knew  the  workwomen  dodge 
would  be  sure  to  have  attracted  you. 
Still,  I  half  suspected  when  I  drove  up 
here  to  find  that  I  had  made  an  egregious 
blunder,  and  that  S.  Clevedon  was  some 
strong-minded  eyesore,  who  went  in  for 
the  rights  of  workwomen  because  she  had 
been  unable  to  get  a  husband." 

'^  You  have  not  altered  in  one  respect, 
at  all  events,"  said  Silvia,  with  a  smile. 

''  Altered  ?  No  ;  why  should  I  ?  "  re- 
turned  Jocelyn.  ^'I  only  wish  I  could 
say  as  much  for  you.  I  always  knew, 
of  course,  that  you  had  wild  ideas,  and 
were  quite  rampant  on  what  you  called 
democratic  questions,  but  I  did  not 
think  you  would  drag  your  name  down 
into  the  dii't." 

^'  How  dare  you  say  that  ?"  exclaimed 
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Silvia,  starting  to  her  feet,  her  eyes  flash- 
ing and  her  face  glowing.  *^  How  dare 
you  speak  to  me  in  such  insulting  terms  ? 
You  for " 

**By  dragging  your  name  into  the 
dirt,"  interrupted  Jocelyn,  *^  I  mean 
having  it  handled  by  all  these  people  in 
this  place,  in  this  squalid  hole  into  which 
your  father  would  not  have  put  his  foot. 
I  don't  care  what  you  say;  I  maintain 
that  you  are  dishonouring  your  name." 

^^I  am  oiot  dishonouring  it  now," 
retorted  Silvia,  ^^but  I  should  have  been 
had  I  consented  to  marry  in  order  to 
retain  my  fortune,  as  you  wished  me 
to  do." 

^^  That's  a  kind  and  generous  hint,  and 
I  thank  you,"  said  Jocelyn. 

'^I  am  sorry  if  I  wounded  you,  Gilbert," 
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said  Silvia,  more  gently.  "You  never  think 
how  your  words  will  hurt  me,  and  it  is 
but  natural  that  I  should  answer  you  in 
youi'  own  vein.     You  treat  me   and  the 
work  I  am  doing  with  supreme  contempt, 
but  the   contempt  is    all  a  pure   matter 
of  prejudice.     You  know  nothing  of  my 
work,  you  know  nothing  of  the  society, 
and  you    might    at    least    be    silent  re- 
specting that  of  which  you  are  ignorant. 
You  think,  I  know,  that  women  ought  to 
have  no  interest  in,  no  knowledge  of,  the 
miserable    byways    of    Hfe ;    that    those 
among    them    whom    you    term    ladies 
ought    to   sit   in   dainty   drawing-rooms, 
all  day,  a  brilliant  mass  of  silk  and  lace, 
and  curls  and  powder,  and  perfume,  only 
capable  of  talking  scandal  and  taking  the 
head  of  theu'  husband's  tables.     Y^ou  are 
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quite  content  that  women  should  remain 
in  this  state  from  generation  to  genera- 
tion, and  you  do  not  wish  any  effort  to 
be  made  to  improve  them.  But  there 
are  men  who  have  different  ideas — who 
think  of  women  as  something  better  than 
a  doll,  to  which  a  man  gives  his  name, 
on  which  he  hangs  his  family  jewels,  and 
-which  he  displays  to  his  friends  on  special 
occasions,  as  a  costly  piece  of  decorative 
furniture .  There  are  men  who  believe 
that  a  woman — a  lady,  if  you  like  the 
term  better " 

"I  do,"  said  Jocelyn,  shortly. 

^'  Can  work  for  her  living  among  poor 
people,  who  respect  her,  and  -whom  she 
respects,  without  losing  a  shred  of  dignity 
or  of  honour,"  continued  Silvia.  *^I 
Jiave  been  at  work  here  since  January, 
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and  I  have  experienced  nothing  but 
kindness  from  every  one  connected  with 
the  society.  Every  one  has  been  willing 
to  help  me  where  I  was  ignorant,  and  I 
only  hope  the  ^'ragged  women"  about 
the  place  like  me  as  well  as  I  like  them. 
And  now,  Gilbert,  leave  the  matter 
alone,  I  beg  of  yon.  Nothing  would  in- 
duce me  to  leave  my  present  post ;  and 
I  am  perfectly  convinced  that  if  my 
dear  mother  and  father  could  see  me 
day  by  day,  and  could  know  all  my 
thoughts  and  feelings  and  experiences, 
they  would  thoroughly  approve  of  my 
secretaryship,  even  though  I  be  a  Cleve- 
don.  Tell  me  what  you  have  been  doing 
since  I  left  Lyndwood?  " 

"  Oh,  not  much,"   mumbled   Jocelyn, 
his   thoughts   evidently  far   away  as  he 
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spoke.  ''I  have  been  wandering  about 
the  continent,  and  stayed  a  long  time  at 
Monaco.  Lost  a  lot  of  money  at  first, 
and  then  had  to  wait  until  I  had  won 
it  all  back,  with  a  little  supplement  into 
the  bargain,  to  make  up  for  lost  time. 
I  ran  down  to  Lyndwood  the  other  day, 
to  see  how  the  place  looked.  Everything 
seems  just  as  it  was  left.  Mrs.  Wild- 
ham,  or  Wildston,  or  whatever  the  name 
may  be,  cried,  of  course,  when  she  asked 
after  you ;  and,  by-the-by,  she  told  me 
that  your  old  pet,  Tartar,  disappeared  a 
few  days  after  you  left.  Poor  brute  !  I 
suppose  he  died  by  the  roadside  some- 
where or  other ;  he  has  never  been  seen 
down  there  since." 

''He   is  here  in  London,  with  me," 
said  Silvia.     ''  He  came  bounding  up  to 


A  WOMAN  OF   MIND.  209 

me  one  evening  in  Parliament  Street, 
soon  after  my  arrival,  and  has  been  with 
me  ever  since,  a  true  friend  in  good 
and  bad  times." 

^^  So  would  I  have  been  if  you  would 
have  let  me,"  cried  Jocelyn,  pacing  rest- 
lessly about  the  room.  ^^But  you  went 
off  and  left  me  in  the  greatest  suspense 
and  anxiety  about  you.  So  what  could 
a  fellow  do  ?  Directly  I  had  some  sort 
of  clue  to  your  whereabouts,  I  came 
here,  and  I  hoped  to  persuade  you  to 
go  back  to  Lyndwood,  at  all  events  for 
a  time.  It  is  absurd  that  I  should  have 
your  father's  money,  and  that  you  should 

be  working  at  this   place  for How 

much  is  it  you  get  ?  " 

'^  A  Httle  over  thirty  shillings  a  week," 
said  Silvia. 

VOL.  II.  P 
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*'  Good  God  !  do  you  mean  to  say  that 
you  live  upon  that  ? "  cried  Jocelyn, 
aghast. 

^*  Very  nearly;  and  I  have  a  very  fair 
share  of  my  three  hundred  pounds  left, 
fi'om  which  I  take  what  is  wanting," 
said  Silvia,  tranquilly.  '^  I  shall  have 
more  next  year,  if  the  society  still 
prosper  and  still  employ  me.  I  am 
comfortable  enough,  I  can  assure  you, 
Gilbert ;  you  mustn't  distress  yourself 
about  me.  I  always  longed  to  work 
for  my  living,  years  ago,  when  I  was  a 
mere  child,  and  you  would  not  deny 
me  the  pleasure  of  that  one  reaHzed 
dream " 

^*  I  would  not  deny  you  anything  that 
pleases  you,"  said  Jocelyn,  moodily.  **It 
is  you  who  have  always  denied  me  every- 
thing." 
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^^  Oh,  Gilbert ! "  exclaimed  Silvia, 
laughingly.  ^^  Think  of  the  flags  I  have 
made  for  you,  the  paper  soldiers  I  have 
cut  out,  the  tin  soldiers  I  have  tried 
to  mend,  the  tails  of  kites  I  have  manu- 
factured, the  cricket  caps  I  have  resewn, 
the  books  I  have  read  aloud,  and  all,  all 
for  you !  " 

^^Yes,  you  were  good  enough  to  me 
when  I  was  a  boy,"  said  Jocelyn ;  ^^  but 
that's  no  consolation  to  me  now." 

He  looked  so  downcast  as  he  spoke 
that  Silvia  fancied  there  must  be  some- 
thing wrong  with  him,  and  she  asked 
him  frankly  if  he  had  any  special  reason 
for  needing  consolation. 

''  Oh,  there's  nothing  particular  the 
matter,"  he  murmured;  ^^but  I  can't  bear 
to   see  you  in  this  place,  and   hear  you 
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talking  about  working  for  your  Hying. 
It's  awful  that  things  should  have 
happened  so,  and  that  you  won't  let 
me  help  you  in  any  way.  Do  you  live 
here  ?  "  he  asked,  turning  suddenly  round 
to  face  Silvia. 

*'No,"  said  Silvia. 

^'Will  you  tell  me  where  you  hve?" 
he  asked. 

**  Certainly.  Why  not?"  rejoined 
Silvia ;  and  she  gave  him  her  address, 
which  he  wrote  in  his  pocket-book. 

^'I  have  told  you  where  I  Hve,"  said 
Silvia,  *4n  all  confidence,  you  know, 
Gilbert,  that  you  will  not  presume  upon 
the  knowledge." 

'^I  understand,"  said  Jocelyn,  grimly: 
^*  you  don't  want  to  see  me  too  often." 

**  What  nonsense,  Gilbert,"  said  Silvia, 
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decisively.  *^You  know  quite  well  tliat 
I  mean  nothing  of  the  kind.  I  do  not 
want  you  to  be  continually  calling  at  my 
lodgings,  because  it  might  get  known 
here,  and  would  have  a  very  bad  effect.'* 

^*  I  won't  call  at  all,  if  that  will  satisfy 
you,"  said  Jocelyn. 

At  this  juncture,  the  door  was  thrown 
open,  the  boy  peering  in  the  room 
before  he  closed  it  after  the  intruder  with 
a  certain  gleam  of  malice  on  his  face,  and 
Mr.  Hurst  entered.  He  drew  back  in 
some  confusion  when  he  saw  Silvia's 
companion ;  but  Silvia  cried  quickly — 

**  Do  not  go  away,  Mr.  Hurst,  but  let 
me  introduce  you  to  an  old  friend  and 
playmate  of  mine,  who  is  my  brother, 
in  fact,  in  all  but  name.  Mr.  Hurst, 
Mr.  Jocelyn." 
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The  men  gave  a  rapid  glance  at  each 
other  when  they  had  bowed,  Jocelyn 
meeting  Hurst's  eloquent^  earnest  eyes 
with  a  contemptuous  expression  that 
Silvia  noted  with  much  displeasure. 

'^  I  am  very  glad  to  meet  you/'  said 
Mr.  Hurst.  **  Any  friend  of  Miss  Cleve- 
don's  would  always  find  a  sure  welcome 
here,  and " 

'^You  are  very  good,"  interrupted 
Jocelyn,  curtly.  ^'I  must  wish  you 
good  afternoon  now,  for  I  am  leaving. 
Good-bye,  Silvia,"  he  added,  his  face  and 
voice  softening  as  he  turned  to  her. 

^'  Good-bye,  Gilbert,"  she  answered, 
gravely,  without  an  indication  of  a  smile. 

And  he  felt  that  she  was  angry  with 
him,  that  he  had  done  no  good  in  seeing 
her,  that   he  could  never   persuade    her 
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to  return  to  more  conventional  habits 
of  living,  and  that  he  had  not  behaved 
as  a  gentleman  should  to  the  unfortunate 
person  who  had  broken  in  upon  the 
interview. 

When  he  had  left,  Silvia  said  to  Mr, 
Hurst,  ^^  I  am  excessively  sorry  that  my 
friend  has  discovered  me,  and  came  down 
here  to  find  fault  with  me,  and  I  am 
heartily  ashamed  of  his  behaviour  to  you. 
His  only  excuse  is  that  he  is  a  thought- 
less, careless  person,  who  imagines  the 
men  and  women  who  are  not  in  his  own 
*  set '  to  be  outlaws.  He  thinks  that  we 
are  without  the  pale  of  civihzation." 

If  Mr.  Hm'st  had  been  inclined  to 
resent  Jocelyn's  rudeness,  Silvia's  speech, 
and  her  natural  dehcacy  in  using  the 
word   ^'we"   in  her  last   sentence,   had 
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won  him  over  completely.  He  accepted 
the  apology,  and  dismissed  the  subject 
with  the  innate  ease  and  dignity  which 
were  natural  to  him,  and  began  to  talk 
to  Silvia  on  the  affairs  of  the  society, 
which  had  brought  him  thither. 

But  the  effects  of  Jocelyn's  visit  did 
not  subside  so  rapidly  as  Silvia  had 
hoped,  and  four  or  five  days  after  his 
inopportune  call,  Silvia  had  to  face  an 
unpleasant  position  it  had  brought  about. 

Among  the  members  of  the  society 
was  a  j^oung  girl  of  about  nineteen, 
named  Lucy  Britton,  who  had  taken  a 
great  fancy  to  Silvia,  and  whom  Silvia 
almost  loved,  so  strong  was  her  interest, 
so  deep  her  anxiety  for  the  girl's  wel- 
fare. Lucy  Britton  was  a  dressmaker  ; 
that  is  to  say,  she  worked  all   day  at  a 
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large  dressmaking  establishment,  having 
chosen  to  live  by  her  needle  rather  than 
by  domestic  service.  Her  mother  kept 
a  greengrocer's  shop,  and  her  father 
was  an  expert  in  the  vague  art  of  ^'  odd 
jobs,"  and  when  they  were  sober,  Lucy's 
home  was  comfortable  enough.  But,  at 
times,  both  parents  had  a  regular  bout 
of  intemperance,  and  there  was  much 
quarrelling,  much  bad  language,  and 
even  fighting  at  poor  Lucy's  own  fireside, 
that  had  a  pernicious  effect  on  the 
girl's  nature.  With  all  the  desire  in  the 
world  to  be  quiet  and  modest,  Lucy 
could  not  sit  at  home  night  after  night 
when  her  parents  were  suffering  from 
one  of  these  attacks ;  she  was  diiven 
out  of  doors  by  a  force  which  no  one 
could    deny.     She   accompanied    one   or 
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two  of  her  companions  of  the  workroom 
to  the  music-halls  of  the  district,  and 
there  she  had  met  a  young  man — a  tele- 
graph clerk — who  had  offered  her  various 
refreshments,  and  who  had  hegged  her 
to  accompany  him  to  other  and,  to  use 
his  term,  '^  s^Dicier "  music-halls.  This 
young  gentleman  was  very  contemptu- 
ous indeed  about  Lucy's  parents,  and 
suggested  to  Lucy,  more  forcibly  than 
elegantly,  that  it  would  be  better  for  her 
to  "pitch  them  overboard,  and  let  them 
scramble  along  the  best  way  they  could." 
It  was  just  at  this  stage  that  a  more 
serious  fellow-worker  took  Lucy  to  one 
of  the  meetings  of  the  Society  for  the 
Protection  of  Workwomen.  Lucy  had 
suddenly  conceived  a  romantic  liking 
for  Silvia.     Silvia  had  asked  her  why  she 
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did  not  join  the  society ;  and  Lucy,  in  a 
fit  of  enthusiasm,  had  joined,  and  had, 
moreover,  been  regular  in  her  attendance, 
enjoying,  above  all  things,  a  brief  con- 
versation with  Silvia  over  the  secretary's 
desk.  Bit  by  bit  she  had  told  Silvia 
her  simple  story,  and  Silvia  had  done 
her  best  to  keep  the  girl  straight  amid 
the  temptations  that  beset  her.  Lucy's 
nature  was  a  light  and  careless  one, 
capable  of  but  few  deep  and  lasting  im- 
pressions. Silvia  had  taken  firm  root, 
however,  in  the  susceptible,  ever-chang- 
ing heart,  and  Lucy's  future  seemed  to 
lie  almost  in  the  hands  of  the  young 
secretary. 

The  meeting,  for  which  preparations 
were  going  forward  when  Jocelyn  called, 
was   held  four   days  later,    satisfactorily 
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eiiougli.  The  only  thing  that  annoyed 
Silvia  somewhat  was  that  Lncy  Britton 
did  not  come.  However,  she  would 
not  distress  herself  much,  hoping  that 
it  was  forgetfulness,  nothing  more. 
The  day  after  the  meeting,  as  she  sat 
in  the  office  in  the  afternoon  over  her 
papers  and  reports,  and  resolutions  and 
amendments,  there  was  a  tap  at  the 
door;  and  in  answer  to  Silvia's  cry, 
*'  Come  in,"  Miss  Britton  made  her 
appearance,  much  to  Silvia's  astonish- 
ment. 

^^  Why,  Lucy  !  "  she  exclaimed — she 
had  long  ago  fallen  into  the  habit  of 
calling  her  pretty  protegee  by  her  pretty 
name — ^^  are  you  not  at  work  to-day  ?  " 

*'  No,  miss,  that  I'm  not,"  the  girl 
replied.      '^I   was   so    tired    and    sleepy 
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this  morning,  I  couldn't  get  up  for  the 
hfe  of  me,  so  I've  missed  my  day's  work." 

As  she  spoke,  she  came  and  sat  down 
on  the  bench  close  by  Silvia,  and  Silvia 
saw  that  there  were  traces  of  fatigue  on 
her  face,  that  generally  beamed  with  the 
heaute  die  diable.  Silvia  touched  her 
cheek  with  her  finger,  and  said  gently — 

**Lucy,  Lucy,  what  have  you  been 
doing  ?  " 

*'  I  have  only  been  amusing  myself  a 
bit,  that's  all,"  answered  the  girl,  almost 
defiantly.  ^^  He  wanted  me  to  go  out 
somewhere,  and  he  took  me  to  a  fine 
place  right  up  Islington  way,  and  gave 
me  some  champagne  he  said  it  was ; 
anyhow,  it  made  my  head  ache  dreadfully, 
and  I  was  very  glad  to  get  home,  and 
to  get  to  bed." 
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''  Oh,  Lucy  !  "  said  Silvia,  with  a  sigh. 
^'If  some  one  else  had  told  me  that  you 
had  given  in  to  that  young  man's  per- 
suasions after  all,  I  should  not  have 
believed  it." 

^^Well,  miss,  if  you  are  disappointed 
in  me,  I'm  sure  I  was  disappointed 
enough  in  you !  "  said  Lucy  Britton, 
frankly. 

'^How  was  that,  Lucy?"  said  Silvia, 
quietly. 

«« Why,  you  have  always  talked  to  me 
so  much  about  keeping  quiet  and  steady, 
and  I  always  took  every  word  for  gospel 
truth,"  said  Lucy,  moodily;  ^' but  when 
I  heard  of  the  gentlemen  driving  here 
in  their  carriages  to  see  you,  and  stop- 
ping here  ever  so  long  quite  alone  with 
you,  and  calling  you  by  your  Christian 
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name,  and  you  calling  them  by  their 
Christian  names,  and  putting  '  dear ' 
aftei-wards,  and  they  rushing  away 
directly  Mr.  Hurst  came,  and  nobody 
ever  sa}^Lng  that  they'd  come  for  busi- 
ness,— why,  then  I  thought  I  might  just 
go  out  for  the  evening  with  a  young  man 
and  no  harm.  It's  not  worse  to  sit  in 
the  music-hall  listening  to  the  songs 
than  to  sit  in  this  room,  I  suppose  ?  " 

*'  I  don't  know  who  has  told  you  all 
this,"  said  Sihda.  ^'  They  have  given 
you  a  fairly  accurate  account,  with  the 
exception  of  one  point — that  you  speak 
of  gentlemen,  of  several ;  whereas  only 
one  gentleman  has  been  to  see  me  here 
apart  fi'om  business.  Shall  I  tell  you 
who  that  gentleman  was,  Lucy  ?  "  And 
here    Silvia    related  briefly  the   circum- 
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stances  of  her  father's  disposal  of  his 
money ;  of  her  rejection  of  Jocelyn ;  of 
her  journey  to  London;  and,  finally,  of 
Jocelyn' s  calling  upon  her  to  urge  her 
to  return  to  her  home  and  fortune. 

^'  He  called  me  Silvia,  and  T  called  him 
Gilbert.  I  believe  I  did  say,  once  or 
twice,  my  ^  dear  Gilbert,'  because  I  have 
known  him  ever  since  I  can  remember 
any  one,  Lucy,"  said  Silvia,  gravely; 
^'  because  he  seems  to  me  Uke  my 
brother ;  because  we  have  played  the  same 
games,  read  the  same  books,  visited  the 
same  places  and  the  same  people ;  in 
short,  because  we  have  been  thoroughly 
good  friends,  and  playmates,  and  com- 
panions through  all  our  younger  and 
happiest  days.  He  kept  a  carriage  wait- 
ing, because  he  is  a  rich  man,  and  can 
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afford  to  have  carnages  and  horses  of 
his  own ;  and  he  left  directly  Mr.  Hurst 
came,  because  he  was  irritated  and  angry 
at  my  refusing  to  give  up  my  post  here, 
and  he  did  not  feel  inclined  to  talk  to 
a  stranger.  That  is  all,  Lucy.  Don't  you 
think  that  might  be  proclaimed  from  the 
housetops,  without  doing  me  harm  ? '' 

By  this  time  the  girl  had  bent  her 
head ;  and,  worn  out  by  the  excitement  of 
the  previous  evening,  her  hazy,  troubled 
rest,  and  her  remorse  through  the  day, 
and  touched  by  Miss  Clevedon's  kindness, 
was  fairly  crying,  her  hands  before  her 
face. 

''Don't  cry,  poor  girl,"  said  Silvia, 
softly;  ''there's  no  harm  done,  is  there  ? 
only  a  little  thoughtlessness ;  and  we 
will  try  to  forget  all  about  this.'* 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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Lucy  was  still  crying  as  she  rose  from 
the  bench,  and  said,  brokenly,  '^  Oh,  Miss 
Clevedon,  if  you  would  only  let  me  kiss 
you?" 

For  all  answer,  Silvia  bent  towards 
her,  and  kissed  her  heartily  on  each 
cheek. 

From  that  time  the  sympathy  between 
these  two  women  of  such  different 
natures,  of  such  different  social  sections, 
was  unbroken. 
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CHAPTEK  XI- 

Mattees  went  on  very  smoothly  after  the 
incident  of  Jocelyn's  visit  to  the  society's 
offices  to  see  Silvia.  Not  a  word  was 
said  to  Silvia  that  might  indicate  any 
distrust  of  her,  or  disapproval.  The 
patrons  and  patronesses  of  the  association, 
who  were  gennine  friends,  and  came  down 
to  the  offices  frequently  to  see  how  affairs 
were  prospering,  were  as  gracious  as  they 
had  ever  been  to  her ;  Mr.  Graeme  and 
Mr.  Hurst  were  not  a  whit  less  kind  and 
considerate ;  and  Silvia  might  have  entirely 
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forgotten  that  Jocelyn  had  ever  found  her 
out,  had  it  not  been  for  the  constant 
reminders  in  the  shape  of  flowers,  and 
books,  and  the  thousand  and  one  trifles 
a  gentleman  can  give  a  lady  whom  he 
knows  well,  that  reached  Charlotte  Street 
from  him,  and  for  the  melancholy  reflec- 
tions the  thought  of  him  induced.  Silvia 
loved  Jocelyn  sincerely — as  she  would 
have  loved  a  brother  who  had  been  her 
companion  through  her  happy  childhood, 
who  had  teazed  her  and  laughed  at  her, 
and  shared  her  every  thought  and  fancy. 
She  had  grown  gradually  up  to  woman- 
hood without  realizing  that  he  was  not 
her  brother,  and  it  had  taken  her  some 
months  to  realize  that  he  had  been  grow- 
ing less  fraternal  than  she  had  hoped  he 
would  be.     Of  course,  the  pecuHarities  of 
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her  father's  will  accentuated  her  feehngs. 
If  Admh'al  Clevedon  could  have  contrived 
to  leave  Jocelyn  penniless,  and  his 
daughter  sole  hekess,  it  is  possible  that 
Silvia's  womanly  instincts  would  have 
taught  her  to  love  Jocelyn  in  a  protecting, 
guiding,  encouraging  manner,  that  would 
not  have  been  a  bad  foundation  to  married 
happiness,  considering  the  weakness  and 
indolence  of  Jocelyn's  character.  As 
affairs  actually  were,  however,  Silvia's 
affection  for  her  old  playmate  had  never 
risen  above,  or  sunk  below,  a  calm,  sincere, 
and  deep  sisterly  regard.  It  grieved  her 
terribly  that  they  were  so  far  apart  in  all 
ways ;  that  he  had  no  sympathy  with  her 
independence,  with  her  work;  that  he 
simply  thought  her  a  fanatic ;  and  she 
would  have  liked  to  have  seen  him  now 
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and  then,  and  to  have  had  a  friendly  con- 
Tersation,  and  to  have  done  her  hest  to 
convince  him  of  her  perfect  contentment . 
The  i^resents  that  vrere  continually 
coming  to  her  from  him  brought  many 
sad  thoughts  to  her  mind,  and  made  her 
feel  more  bitterly  the  absurdity  of  the 
social  conventionalities  in  the  midst  of 
which  he  lived,  and  which  made  a  woman 
who  worked  a  thing  to  be  sneered  at  and 
scouted. 

But  an  event  occurred,  presently,  that 
banished  Jocelyn  from  Silvia's  mind,  for 
a  time. 

One  evening  in  the  middle  of  June, 
when  Silvia,  ha^TJig  Ht  her  lamp,  was 
poring  over  some  of  the  volumes  on 
women's  labour  she  made  it  her  duty  to 
read,  she  was   startled  by  a  loud  knock 
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at  the  street-door,  and  subsequently  by 
Mrs.  Johnson's  ushering  a  gentleman 
into  the  parlour. 

*^  Good  evening,"  said  Mr.  Graeme,  for 
it  was  he.  "I  ought  to  apologize  for 
calling  on  you,  I  suppose,  but  I  wished 
to  speak  to  you,  and  did  not  know  when 
it  would  be  possible  at  the  office." 

^'  Come  in  and  sit  down,  Mr.  Graeme," 
said  Silvia,  who  had  long  ago  grown 
thoroughly  accustomed  to  the  Scotch- 
man's severity,  and  warmly  appreciated 
his  sterling  virtues.  '^  I  am  very  glad 
to  see  you.    I  was  hard  at  work,  you  see." 

*'  I  don't  doubt  it,"  replied  Mr.  Graeme, 
glancing  at  the  volumes  on  the  table, 
and  advancing  to  take  the  chair  Silvia 
indicated  within  reach  of  the  breeze 
from    the    open   window.     '^  I    wish    all 
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young  men  worked  as  steadily  and 
conscientiously  as  certain  young  women. 
If  it  were  not  for  the  scandalous  tendency 
of  society,  I  would  have  lady  clerks  in 
my  offices,  and  I  am  sure  they  would  get 
on  faster  mth  the  work." 

^^  And  would  want  less  pay,  also," 
suggested  Silvia. 

^'If  I  employed  ladies,  and  found 
they  did  the  work  as  well  as  men, 
I  should  pay  them  as  I  pay  men," 
answered  Mr.  Graeme.  ^'  Of  course,  if 
they  work  less  well,  they  deserve  less. 
But  I  did  not  come  here  to  discuss  the 
advisability  of  employing  ladies  as  clerks ; 
I  wished  to  speak  to  you  about  one  of 
y owe  protegees,  Lucy  Britton." 

"  Has  anything  happened  to  her  ?  " 
exclaimed  Silvia. 
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'^  No ;  nothing  has  happened  to  her  as 
yet,"  said  Mr.  Graeme,  seriously;  *' but 
I  think  she  is  on  the  wi'ong  road,  I  must 
say.  Now,  the  question  is  this :  you 
have  unhmited  power  with  her,  I  beheve, 
and  you  really  ought  to  exert  it,  to  get 
her  away  from  some  of  her  bad  com- 
panions. Mr.  Hurst  met  her  last  night, 
he  has  just  told  me,  in  a  very  disreputable 
quarter  of  London,  not  in  the  court 
where  he  was  going  on  one  of  his  gentle 
and  generous  missions,  but  in  the 
broader,  and  Hghter,  and  less  reputable 
street.  He  spoke  to  her — did  not  hint 
at  a  reproach,  but,  as  he  said,  deHcately 
reminded  her  of  you  by  asking  her  if  you 
were  well.  She  brightened  up  directly, 
he  said,  and  told  him  that  she  had  been 
promised  an  order  for  the   theatre,   and 
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asked  if  lie  thonglit  you  would  go  with 
her." 

*'I  hope  Mr.  Hurst  assured  her  that 
I  would  gladly  go  with  her,"  said  Silvia. 

"  He  did  not  doubt  your  kindness," 
said  Mr.  Graeme ;  "  but  he  thought,  as 
I  did  also,  that  the  theatre  would  be 
particularly  distasteful  to  you,  because 
you  might  see  there  friends  of  former 
days,  which  would  be  uncomfortable." 

*'  But  I  have  committed  no  crime," 
said  Silvia,  with  a  smile.  ^'  I  am  not 
ashamed  of  the  post  I  occupy,  thanks 
to  you,  Mr.  Graeme ;  and  I  am  very 
proud  of  the  support  I  have  won  from 
the  society,  and  of  Lucy  Britton's 
confidence  in  me.  I  do  not  mind  the 
risk  of  seeing  people  I  have  known  when 
I   was   rich;    I    expect,   moreover,   that 
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they  will  not  be  at  all  anxious  to 
recognize  me.  In  any  case,  I  should 
never  think  of  giving  np  a  chance  of 
doing  Lucy  some  good,  because  of  the 
possibility  of  meeting  one  or  two  fair- 
weather  fiiends  while  I  am  with  her." 

*^Well,  I  suppose  you  are  right,"  Mr. 
Graeme  answered.  *^  Yom's  is  the  proper 
spirit,  doubtless,  but  you  must  allow 
that  ninety-nine  women  out  of  a  hundred 
would  dislike  the  ordeal. 

*^  You  are  ready  to  go  to  the  theatre, 
then,  with  this  girl,  if  she  should  ask 
you?"  said  Mr.  Graeme,  after  a  short 
pause.  ^'  Hurst  is  afraid  that  she  will 
not  summon  up  courage  to  make  the 
suggestion  to  'you,  but  will  take  some  of 
her  less  reputable  companions.  How- 
ever, I  don't  see  much  use  in  trying  to 
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keep  the  girl  right;  she  is  sure  to  go 
wrong  in  the  end,  for,  of  course,  you  will 
not  be  always  on  the  spot  to  look  after 
her.  It  is  only  a  question  of  time.  In 
fact,  I  rather  agree  with  a  friend  of 
mine,  who  maintains  that  women  have 
no  principle  at  all,  and  would  every  one 
of  them  go  to  the  had,  but  that  circum- 
stances and  habits  and  surroundings  keep 
a  certain  number  of  them  straight." 

"  Even  if  that  were  the  case,  women 
are  not  worse  than  men,"  said  Silvia, 
with  a  smile.  ''But  to  answer  your 
remarks  respecting  Lucy  Britton.  I  mil 
take  care  that  she  shall  ask  me  to  accom- 
pany her,  and  I  think,  Mr.  Graeme,  it 
is  of  the  utmost  importance  to  keep 
every  one  from  evil  as  long  as  possible." 

There  was  a  silence  for  a  few  moments. 
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Silvia  glanced  once  or  twice  at  Mr. 
Graeme,  and  noticed  tliat  he  seemed 
somewhat  graver  even  than  usual.  At 
last  she  said — 

*^You  are  unnaturally  serious  this 
evening,  Mr.  Graeme." 

*^  I  feel  rather  depressed,  to  tell  you  the 
truth,"  he  replied,  looking  vacantly  at 
the  shining  lamp.  "  For  one  thing,  Mr. 
Hurst's  practical  comment  on  the  young 
life  of  London  did  not  inspuit  me ;  and 
then  I  met  yesterday,  at  a  friend's  house, 
a  girl  who  reminded  me  very  much  of 
some  one  I  knew  many  years  ago."  Here 
his  voice  fell,  and  there  seemed  some- 
thing hke  emotion  on  his  impassible 
countenance.  ^'Her  face  has  haunted 
me  all  the  day — there  was  something  so 
eloquent   in  her   eyes — and   the  sight  of 
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her  made  me  feel  young  again.  I  did 
not  dare  ask  her  name,  lest  it  should 
lead  me  to  discover  that  the  likeness 
is  merely  accidental." 

Silvia  did  not  answer.  She  did  not 
dare  venture  on  any  sympathetic  expres- 
sion, for  she  realized  that  he  had  made 
the  confidence  almost  involuntarily,  and 
that  a  mere  word  would  fall  discordantly 
on  his  ear,  and  rudely  break  up  his  train 
of  thought.  In  a  few  moments  he  turned 
to  her,  and  rising  as  he  spoke,  said — 

"  Thank  you.  Miss  Clevedon,  for  your 
silence,  which  shows  me  that  you  are 
not  only  a  woman  of  sense  and  a  woman 
of  tact,  but  also  a  woman  of  fine  feeling. 
I  am  not  going  to  detain  you  any  longer 
now.  You  have  made  up  your  mind, 
then,  about  the  theatre,  I  may  tell  Mr. 
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Hurst  ?  Good  night  to  you,  good  night ;  " 
and,  with  something  approaching  haste 
and  even  confusion,  Mr.  Graeme  went 
away,  more  impressed  than  ever  with 
Silvia's  unique  quahties. 

A  day  or  two  after  this,  Lucy  Britton 
was  presented  by  one  of  her  mother's 
customers  with  an  order  for  the  play, 
which  she  took  to  Silvia  in  high  glee. 

'^  You  can't  think  how  glad  I  am  that 
you  are  kind  enough  to  go  with  me,"  said 
Lucy,  standing  beside  Silvia's  desk,  her 
eyes  ghstening  and  her  cheeks  glowing 
with  excitement. 

'^  Yes,  I  am  very  pleased  to  go  with 
you,  Lucy,"  said  Silvia.  ^'I  have  not 
been  to  a  theatre  for  a  very  long  time. 
How  did  you  get  the  order  ?  " 

^'  One    of    the    gentlemen    that    work 
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inside  the  theatre  deals  at  mother's, 
and  he  gave  it  to  me,"  said  Lucy,  ^^  and 
told  me  to  be  sni'e  and  be  there  early; 
so  I  must  be  off  to  my  work,  and  get 
it  over.  I  will  come  for  you  then.  Miss 
Clevedon,  at  half-past  six,  shall  I  ?  " 

^^  I  shall  be  ready,"  replied  Silvia  ;  and 
Lucy  Britton  went  away  to  her  work 
with  a  light  heart,  considerably  proud 
that  Silvia  was  willing  to  accompany 
her  to  so  pubhc  a  place  as  the  upper 
boxes  of  a  fashionable  theatre. 

Silvia,  on  the  other  hand,  was  strangely 
disinclined  for  the  experience.  She  had 
slept  badly,  and  had  come  to  her  usual 
work  with  singular  depression  of  spirits. 
AU  the  dismal  incidents  in  her  life  seemed 
to  recur  to  her,  as  she  sat  at  her  desk, 
and  the  theatre  was  positively  distasteful 
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to  her  imagination.  She  was  glad  to  go 
with  her  young  friend,  as  she  had  said, 
but  the  knowledge  that  she  would  have 
to  spend  her  whole  evening  in  the  glare 
and  heat  of  the  upper  boxes,  on  a  fine 
June  night,  weighed  upon  her  all  day. 
So  little  did  she  care  about  the  treat  in 
store,  that  she  never  asked  what  was 
being  played,  or  sought  out  the  pro- 
gramme in  the  daily  paper.  Her  day's 
duties  done,  she  went  homewards  linger- 
ingly  and  slowly,  wishing  from  the 
bottom  of  her  heart  that  she  could  spend 
the  evening  quietly  over  her  books. 

When  half-past  six  came,  bringing 
Lucy  Britton  with  a  beaming  face,  Silvia 
reproached  herself  for  her  indifference, 
and  endeavoured  to  enter  more  into  the 
spirit  of  the  evening.    There  was  no  need, 
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however,  for  her  to  exert  herself  in  any 
attempt  at  conversation — Lucy  kejot  the 
ball  rolling  with  indefatigable  zeal;  and 
as  the  strangely  assorted  pair  made  their 
way  to  the  theatre,  she  entertained  Silvia 
with  a  full,  true,  and  particular  account 
of  the  comments  of  her  fellow- workers, 
and  of  her  parents,  on  the  present 
expedition,  to  which  Silvia  listened  good- 
humouredly.     At  last  Lucy  observed — 

"  They  say  the  piece  we  are  going  to 
see  is  by  a  very  great  man.  Miss  Clevedon 
— by  Lord  Byron." 

*^Yes,  Lord  Byron  was  certainly  a 
great  man,"  answered  Silvia,  absently. 

*^  And  they  say  the  man  who  acts  is  a 
great  actor,  too,"  continued  Lucy. 

*'  Indeed !  "  said  Silvia;  adding,  half  to 
herself,  '^  Barry  Sullivan,  I  dare  say." 
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At    this    moment    they    reached    the 
theatre  doors,  and  finding  they  were  late, 
hurried  upstaii's  to  their  places  without 
a  word  more.     The  quarter  of  an  hour's 
lever    de    rideau    was    over,     and    the 
orchestral    music    was    introducing    the 
representation    of    Lord    Byron's    play. 
Silvia  looked  round  the   house  with   an 
odd   sensation   of  familiarity  and  yet  of 
strangeness.     It  was   not   only  that  she 
had  not  been  for  so  long,  but  that  every- 
thing in  her  life  was  so  entirely  changed 
that  she  could  hardly  realize  that  society 
remained    totally    unchanged — that    she 
alone  had  shifted,  while  others  remained 
stationary. 

As  the  music  ceased  and  the  curtain 
rose,  she  leant  back  somewhat  wearily, 
and  asked  Lucy  Britton,  who  was  intent 
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on  the  programme,  the  name  of  the 
piece. 

*^It  is  by  Lord  Byron,"  said  Lucy, 
hurriedly,  evidently  considerably  im- 
pressed by  that  fact,  ^'  and  it's  called 
^  Marino  Faliero  ' — the  name  of  some 
one,  I  suppose  ?  " 

Silvia  nodded  in  assent,  and  all  but 
closed  her  eyes,  presently,  in  her  dreamy 
abstraction.  She  heard  dimly  the  first 
short  scene ;  then  a  burst  of  applause 
from  roof  to  basement  of  the  theatre 
roused  her,  and  in  a  moment,  when  she 
heard  Faliero's  first  lines — 

'*  Ay,  such  as  the  Avogadori  did, 
Who  sent  up  my  appeal  unto  the  Forty 
To  try  him  by  his  peers,  his  own  tribunal," 

she  started  forward  in  her  seat,  and 
looked  eagerly  on  the  stage.     The  tones 
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of  the  Ml  deep  voice  were  perfectly 
familiar  to  her,  and  as  she  gazed  at  the 
noble  figure  of  the  representative  of  the 
Doge,  she  recognized  Philip  Eoyle ! 
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List  of  Publications. 


Barton    Experiment   {The).      By    the    Author    of    "  Helen's 
Babies."     \s. 

THE   BAYARD  SERIES, 

Edited  by  the  late  J.    Hain   Friswell. 

Comprising  Pleasure  Books  of  Literature  produced  in  the  Choicest  Style  as 

Companionable  Volumes  at  Home  and  Abroad. 

"  We  can  hardly  imagine  better  books  for  boys  to  read   or  for  men  to  ponder 
over." — Times. 

Price  IS.  6d.  each  Vohane,  co?f!pkte  in  itself,  flexible  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 
•with  silk  Headbands  atid  Registers. 

The  Story  of  the  Chevalier  Bayard.     By  IM.  De  Berville. 

De  Joijiville' s  St.  Louis.,  King  of  France. 

The  Essays  of  Abraha7n  Cowley,  including  all  his  Prose  Works. 

Abdallah  ;  or  the  Four  Leaves.     By  Edouard  Laeoullaye. 

Table- Talk  and  Opinions  of  Napoleon  Buonaparte. 

Vathek  :  An  Oriental  Romance.     By  William  Beckford. 

The  King  and  the  Conunons.     A   Selection  of  Cavalier    and 

Puritan  Songs.     Edited  by  Prof.  Morley. 
Words  of  IVellington :    Maxijns  and   Opinions  of  the    Great 

Duke. 
Dr.  Johnson' s  Rasselas,  Prince  of  Abyssinia.     With  Notes. 
Lfazlitfs  Pound  Table.     AVith  Biographical  Introduction. 
Tlie  Peligio  Medici,  Hydriotaphia,  and  the  Letter  to  a  Friend. 

By  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  Knt. 
Ballad  Poetry  of  the  Affections.     By  Robert  Buchanan. 
Coleridge  s   Christabel,  and  other  Imaginative  Poems.      With 

Preface  by  Algernon  C.  Swinburne. 
Lord   Chesterfield's    Letters,    Sentences,    and    Maxims.      With 

Introduction  by  the  Editor,  and  Essay  on  Chesterfield  by  M.  DE  Ste.  - 

Beuve,  of  the  French  Academy. 
Essays  in  Mosaic.     By  Thos.  Ballantyne. 
Afy    Ujicle   Toby;    his   Story   a?id    his   Friends.      Edited   by 

P.  Fitzgerald. 
Reflectio7is ;  or,  Moral  Sentences  and  Maxi?ns  of  the  Duke  de 

la  Rochefoucauld, 
Socrates :  Memoirs  for  English  Readers  from  Xenophon's  Memo- 

rabilia.     By  Edw,  Levien. 
Prince  Alberfs  Golden  Pi'ecepts. 

A  Case  containing  12  Volwncs,  price  31J.  dd.  ;  or  tJie  Case  separately,  price  3J.  6d. 


Beauty  and  the  Beast.  An  Old  Tale  retold,  with  Pictures  by 
B.  V.  B.  Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  novel  binding.  lO  Illustrations 
in  Colours  (in  same  style  as  those  in  the  First  Edition  of  "  Story 
without  an  End  ').     12s.  6d. 

A  2 


Sampson  Low,  Marston,  6^  Co. 


BeiimeT^s  German  Copybooks.     In  six  gradations  at  4^.  each. 
Biart  (Lucien).     See  "Adventures   of  a   Young   Naturalist." 

•'  My  Rambles  in  the  New  World,"  "The  Two  Friends." 
Bickersteth' s  Hyjnnal  Companion  to  Book  of  Comnion  Prayer. 
The  Original  Editions,  containing  403  Hymns,  always  kept  in  Print. 
Revised  and  Enlarged  Edition,  containing  550  Hymns — 

*»  *   Tlie  Revised  Editions  are  entirely  distijict  from,  and  cannot  be  used  luiih,  tJie 
original  editions. 

s.   d 

7A  Medium  32mo,  cloth  limp o     S 

7B  ditto  roan  .         ...         .         .         .12 

7C  ditto  morocco  or  calf 26 

8A  Super-royal  32mo,  cloth  limp I     o 

8B  ditto  red  edges i     2 

8C  ditto  roan 22 

8D  ditto  morocco  or  calf 36 

9A  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  red  edges 30 

9B         ditto         roan       .         .         .         .         .         .         .         .40 

9C         ditto         morocco  or  calf      .         .         .  ,         .  .60 

loA  Crbwn  8vo,  with  Introduction  and  Notes,  red  edges  .         .40 

loB         ditto         roan 5     o 

loC         ditto         morocco 76 

liA  Penny  Edition  in  Wrapper 01 

liB         ditto  cloth 02 

I  iC  With  Prayer  Book,  cloth 09 

iiD  ditto  roan 10 

iiE  ditto  morocco 26 

IiF  ditto  persian 16 

12 A  Crown  8vo,  with  Tunes,  cloth,  plain  edges         .         .         .40 
12B         ditto  ditto         persian,  red  edges         .         .         .66 

12C         ditto  ditto         limp  morocco,  gilt  edges      .         .76 

13 A  Small  4to,  for  Organ 8     6 

13B       ditto  ditto       limp  russia        .         .         .         .         .  21     o 

Chant  Book  Supplement  (Music) i     6 

Ditto  4to,  for  Organ     .         .         .         .36 

14A  Tonic  Sol-fa  Edition 36 

I4B  ditto  treble  and  alto  only  .         .         .         .10 

5B  Chants  only 16 

5D       ditto  4to,  for  Organ 36 

The  Church  Mission  Hymn-Book        .         .         .       per  lOQ     S     4 
Ditto  ditto  cloth        .         .         .    each     o     4 

T/ie  "Hymnal  Cotnpanion"  may  no^vbe  had  in  special  bindings  for  presentation 
ivith  and  wit/tout  the  Cointnon  Prayer  Book.  A  red  tine  edition  is  ready. 
Lists  on  application. 

Bickersteth  {Rev.  E.  H.,  M.A.)  The  Reef  and  other  Parables. 

I  vol.,  square  Svo,  with  numerous  veiy  beautiful  Engravings,  *js.  6d. 
The  Clergy ?nan  in  his  Home.     Small  post  8vo,  is. 


List  of  Puhlications, 


Bickersteih  {Rev.  E.  B.,  MA.)  The  Master's  Home- Call ;  or. 
Brief  Memorials  of  Alice  Frances  Bickersteth.  20tli  Thousand.  321110, 
cloth  gilt,  \s. 

*'  They  recall  in  a  touching  manner  a  character  of  which  the  religious  beauty  has 
a  warmth  and  grace  almost  too  tender  to  be  definite." — TheGiiardian. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Rock.     A  Selection  of  Religious 

Poetry.     i8mo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

The  Shadowed  Hoi?ie  and  the  Light  Beyond.     7th 


Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^-. 
Bida.  The  Authorized  Version  of  the  Four  Gospels,  with  the 
whole  of  the  magnificent  Etchings  on  Steel,  after  drawings  by  M. 
Bid  A,  in  4  vols. ,  appropriately  bomid  in  cloth  extra,  price  3/.  3  j.  each. 
Also  the  four  volumes  in  two,  bound  in  the  best  morocco,  by  Suttaby, 
extra  gilt  edges,  18/.  iSj-.,  half-niorocco,  12/.  12s. 

"  Bida's  Illustrations  of  the  Gospels  of  St.  Alatthew  and  St.  John  have  already 
received  here  and  elsewhere  a  full  recognition  of  their  great  merits." — Tunes. 

Bidwell  {C.    T)    The  Balearic  Islands.     Illustrations  and  a 

Map.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  los.  6d. 

The  Cost  of  Living  Abroad.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Black  ( Wm.)  Three  Feathers.     Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Lady  Silverdal^s  Sweethea?'t,  a7id  other  Stories,     i  vol., 

small  post  8vo,  6s. 

Kilnieny :  a  Novel.     Small  post  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

In  Silk  Attire.    3rd  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  6s. 

A  Daughter  of  Heth.     nth  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  6s. 


Blachnore  (R.  L>.)  Lorna  Doone.     loth  Edition,  cr.  8vo,  6s. 

"The  reader  at  times  holds  his  breath,  so  graphically  yet  so  simply  does  John 
Ridd  tell  his  tale." — Saturday  Review. 

Alice  Lorraine,     i  vol.,  small  post  8vo,  6th  Edition,  6s. 

Clara  Vaughan.     Revised  Edition,  6s. 

Cradock  Nowell.     New  Edition,  6s. 

■ — Cripp  the  Carrier.     3rd  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  6s. 

Blossoms  from  the  King's  Garden  :  Sermons  for  Children.  By 
the  Rev.  C.  BosANQUET.    2nd  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Blue  Banner  {The);  or,  The  Advefitures  of  a  Mussulman,  a 
Christian,  and  a  Pagan,  in  the  time  of  the  Crusades  and  Mongol 
Conquest.  By  Leon  Cahun.  Translated  from  the  French  by  W. 
CoLLETT  Sandars.  With  Seventy-six  Wood  Engravings,  i  vt)l., 
square  imperial  i6mo,  cloth  extra,  "]$.  6d. 

Book  of  E)iglish  Elegies.     Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  55. 

Book  of  the  Play.    By  Button  Cook.    2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  2\s. 

Bradford  {Wm.)  The  Arctic  Regions.  Illustrated  with  Photo- 
graphs, taken  on  an  Art  Expedition  to  Greenland,  ^^'ith  Descriptive 
Narrative  by  the  Artist.  In  One  Volume,  royal  broadside,  25  inches 
by  20,  beautifully  bound  in  morocco  extra,  price  Twenty- Five  Guineas. 


Sampson  Low,  Marsto7i,  6^  Go's 


Brave  Men  in  Action.  By  S.  J.  JNIackenna.  Crown  8vo, 
480  pp.,  cloth,  lOJ.  dd. 

Breck  (Samuel).     See  "  Recollections." 

Browning  {Mrs.  E.  B.)  The  Rhyme  of  the  Duchess  May. 
Demy  410,  Illustrated  with  Eight  Photographs,  after  Drawings  by 
Charlotte  M.  B.  Morrell,     21s. 

Bryant  {W.  C,  assisted  by  S.  If.  Gay)  A  Popular  History  of 
the  United  States.  About  4  vols.,  to  be  profusely  Illustrated  with 
Engravings  on  Steel  and  Wood,  after  Designs  by  the  best  Artists. 
Vol.  L,  super-royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  ^2s.,  is  ready. 

Burnaby  {Capt.)     See  "  On  Horseback." 

Burton  {Captain  R.  F.)  Two  Trips  to  Gorilla  Land  a?id  the 
Cataracts  of  the  Congo.  By  Captain  R.  F.  Burton.  2  vols,  demy 
Svo,  with  numerous  Illustrations  and  Map,  cloth  extra,  28>r. 

Butler  ( W.  F.)  The  Great  Lone  Laiid ;  an  Account  of  the  Red 
River  Expedition,  1869-70,  and  Subsequent  Travels  and  Adventures 
in  the  Manitoba  Country,  and  a  Winter  Journey  across  the  Saskatche- 
wan Valley  to  the  Rocky  Mountains.  With  Illustrations  and  Map. 
Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d, 

The    Wild   North    Land;    the    Story    of  a     Wijiter 

Journey  with  Dogs  across  Northern  North  America.  Demy  Svo,  cloth, 
with  numerous  Woodcuts  and  a  Map,  4th  Edition,  iSj-.  Cr.  Svo,  ']s.  6d. 
Akim-foo  :  the  History  of  a  Failure.     Demy  Svo,  cloth, 


2nd  Edition,  i6j.  Also,  in  crown  Svo,  ']s.  6d. 
By  La7id  and  Ocean ;  or,  The  Journal  and  Lette?'s  of  a  Tour 
round  the  World  by  a  Young  Girl,  who  went  alone  to  Victoria,  New 
Zealand,  Sydney,  Singapore,  China,  Japan,  and  across  the  Continent 
of  America  home.     By  F.  L.  Rains.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7^-.  6d. 

r^ABUL:  the  Aineer,  his  Country,  and  his  People.     By  Phil 

^  Robinson,  Special  Correspondent  of  the  Daily  Telegraph,  with  the 
Army  of  Afghanistan.  With  a  Portrait  of  Shere  Ali,  and  a  Map  of 
the  Seat  of  the  Anglo-Russian  Question.    i6mo,  is.   Fourth  Thousand. 

Cadogan  {Lady  A.)  Illustrated  Games  of  Patience.  Twenty- 
four  Diagrams  in  Colours,  with  Descriptive  Text.  Foolscap  4to, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  3rd  Edition,  \2s.  6d. 

Cahun  {Leon)  Adve?itures  of  Captain  Mago.     See  "  Adventures." 

Blue  Banner,  which  see. 

Carbon  Process  {A  Manual  of).     See  Liesegang. 

Ceramic  Art.     See  Jacquemart. 

CImnged  Cross  {The),  and  other  Religious  Poems.    i6mo,  2s.  6d. 

Child  of  the  Cavern  (The)  ;  or,  Strange  Doings  Underground. 
By  Jules  Verne.  Translated  by  W.  H.  G.  Kingston,  Author  of 
"Snow  Shoes  and  Canoes,"  "Peter  the  Whaler,"  "The  Three 
Midshipmen,"  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  Numerous  Illustrations.  Square  crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7^.  dd. 


List  of  PuhlicatiGns, 


Child's  Play,  with  i6  Coloured  Drawings  by  E.  V.  B.     Printed 

on  thick  paper,  with  lints,  ^s.  6d. 

New.     By  E.  V.  B.     Similar  to  the  above.     See  New. 

Chips  from  many  Blocks.  By  Elihu  Burritt,  Author  of 
"Walks  in  the  Black  Country^,"  "From  London  to  Land's  End," 
"  Sparks  from  the  Anvil,"  &c.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6^. 

Choice  Editions  of  Choice  Books.  2S.  6d.  each,  Illustrated  by 
C.  W.  Cope,  R.A.,  T.  Creswick,  R.A.,  E.  Duncan,  Birket 
Foster,  J.  C.  Horsley,  A.R.A.,  G.  Hicks,  R.Redgrave,  R.A., 
C.  Stoxehouse,  F.  Tayler,  G.  Thomas,  H.  J.  Townshend, 
E.  H.  Wehnert,  Harrison  Weir,  &c. 

Milton's  L' Allegro. 

Poetry  of  Nature.     Harrison  Weir. 


Bloomfield's  Fanner's  Boy. 
Campbell's  Pleasures  of  Hope. 
Coleridge's  Ancient  Mariner. 
Goldsmith's  Deserted  Village. 
Goldsmith's  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 


Rogers'  (Sam.)  Pleasures  of  Memory. 
Shakespeare's  Songs  and  Sonnets. 
Tennyson's  May  Queen. 


Gray's  Elegy  in  a  Churchyard.      Elizabethan  Poets. 
Keat's  Eve  of  St.  Agnes.  |  Wordsworth's  Pastoral  Poems. 

"  Such  works  are  a  glorious  beatification  for  a  poet." — Atlienxum. 

Christian  Activity.     By  Eleanor  C.  Price.     Cloth  extra,  ds. 
Christmas  Story-teller  {The).     By  Old  Hands  and  New  Ones. 

CroAvn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Fifty-two  Illustrations,  los.  6d. 
Cohbett  ( William).     A  Biography.     By   Edward   Smith.     2 

vols.,  crown  8vo,  25^. 
Cook  {D.)  Young  Mi-.  N'ightingale.     A  Novel.     3  vols,,  31^.  dd, 

ilie  Banns  of  Mar7'iage.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  21s. 

Book  of  the  Play.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  245-. 

Douhleday's  Children.     3  vols.,  crown  8vo,  315-.  6d. 

Coope  {Col.    W.  Jesse?')  A  Prisojier  of  War  in  Russia.     By 

Col.   W.   Jesser  Coope,  Imperial  Ottoman  Gendarmerie.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  \os.  6d. 
Covert  Side  Sketches:    Thoughts  on   Hunting,  with  Different 

Packs  and  in  Different  Countries.     By  J.  Nevitt  Fitt  (H.H.  of  the 

Sporting  Gazette,  late  of  the  Field).     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  10^.  6d. 
Craik  {Mrs.)  TJie  Adventures  of  a  Browtiie.     By  the  Author  of 

"John  Halifax,  Gentleman."     With  numerous  Illustrations  by  Miss 

Paterson.     Square  cloth,  extra  gilt  edges,  5^. 

Cripps  the  Carrier.     3rd  Edition,  6s.     See  Blackmore. 

Cruise  of  ff.M.S.  "  Challenger''  {The).  By  W.  J.  J.  Spry,  R.N. 
V7ith  Route  Map  and  many  Illustrations.  6th  Edition,  demy  Svo, 
cloth,  i8j.  Cheap  Edition,  crowm  Svo,  small  type,  some  of  the 
Illustrations,  7x.  6d. 

"The  book  before  us  supplies  the  information  in  a  manner  that  leaves  little 
to  be  desired.  'The  Cruise  of  H. M.S.  CJuillenger  is  an  exceedingly  well-written, 
entertaining,  and  instructive  book." — United  Service  Gazette. 

"Agreeably  written,  full  of  information,  and  copiously  illustrated."  — .Sr^rt^ 
A  rrow. 


8  Sampson  Low,  Marsfon,  6^  CoJs 

Curious  Adventures  of  a  Field  Cricket.  By  Dr.  Ernest 
Candkze,  Translated  by  N.  D'Anvers.  With  numerous  fine 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7^.  6d. 

r)ANA  {R.  H.)  Two  Years  before  the  Mast  and  Twenty- Four 
J-^  years  After,  Revised  Edition  with  Notes,  i2mo,  6^. 
Dana  {/as.  D)  Corals  and  Coral  Islands.  Numerous  Illus- 
trations, Charts,  &c.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  with  numerous 
important  Additions  and  Corrections.  Crown  8vo,  clotbextra,  8^-.  6d. 
Daughter  {A)  of  Heth.  By  W.  Black.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Day  of  My  Life  (A) ;  or,  Every  Day  Experiences  at  Eton. 

By  an  Eton  Boy,  Author  of  "About  Some  Fellows."     i6mo,  cloth 

extra,  2s.  6d.     6th  Thousand. 
Dick   Sands,   the   Boy    Captain.      By   Jules   Verne.      With 

nearly  loo  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  los.  6d. 
Discoveries  of  Fritice  Henry  the  Navigator,  and  their  Results ; 

being  the  Narrative  of  the  Discovery  by  Sea,  within  One  Century,  of 

more  than  Half  the  World.     By  Richard  Henry  Major,  F.S.A. 

Demy  8vo,  with  several  Woodcuts,   4  Maps,  and  a  Portrait  of  Prince 

Henry  in  Colours.     Cloth  extra,  \^s. 
Dodge  {Mrs.  M.)  Hans  Br  inker;  or,  the  Silver  Skates.     An 

entirely   New    Edition,    with    59   Full-page    and    other    Woodcuts. 

Square  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  "]$.  6d.  ;  Text  only,  paper,  is. 
Theophilus  and  Others,     i  vol.,  small  post  8vo,   cloth 

extra,  gilt,  y.  dd. 
Dogs  of  Assize.     A  Legal  Sketch-Book  in  Black  and  White. 

Containing  6  Drawings  by  Walter  J.  Allen.     Folio,  in  wrapper, 

6s.  8^. 
Dore's  Spain.     See  "  Spain." 
DougaWs   (/.  D.)    Shooting;    its    Appliances,    Practice,    and 

Purpose.     With  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d.     .S^^  "  Shooting." 

'P A RLY  History  of  the  Colony  of  Victoria  {The),  from  its 

"^  Discovery  to  its  Establishment  as  a  Self-Governing  Province  of  the 
British  Empire.  By  Francis  P.  Labilliere,  Fellow  of  the  Royal 
Colonial  Institute,  &c.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  lis. 

Echoes  of  the  Heart.     .S"*?^  Moody. 

Elinor  DrydeJi.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid.     Crown  8vo,  ds. 

English  Catalogue  of  Books  {The).  Published  during  iS 63  to 
1 87 1  inclusive,  comprising  also  important  American  Publications. 

This  Volume,  occupying  over  450  Pages,  shows  the  Titles  of 
32,000  New  Books  and  New  Editions  issued  during  Nine  Years,  with 
the  Size,  Price,  and  Publisher's  Name,  the  Lists  of  Learned  Societies, 
Printing  Clubs,  and  other  Literary  Associations,  and  the  Books 
issued  by  them;  as  also  the  Publisher's  Series  and  Collections — 
altogether    forming    an    indispensable    adjunct    to    the    Bookseller's 


List  of  Puhlicatlons. 


Establishment,  as  well  as  to  every  Learned  and  Literary  Club  and 

Association.     30J-.,  half-bound. 

*#*     Of  the  previous  Volume,    1835  to   1862,  very  few  remain  on 

sale  ;  as  also  ol  the  Index  Volume,  1837  to  1857. 
English   Catalogue  of  Books   {The)   Supplements^   1863,  1864, 

1865,  3^.  6d.  each  ;  1866,  1867,  to  1878,  5^.  each. 
Eight  Cousins.     See  Alcott. 
English   Writers,   Chapters  for   Self-Improvement  in   English 

Literature.     By  the  Author  of  "The  Gentle  Life,"  6s. 
Eton.     See  ''  Day  of  my  Life,''  "  Out  of  School/'  "  About  Some 

Fellows." 
Evans  (C.)   Over  the  Hills  a?id  Far  Away.     By  C.  Evans. 

One  Volume,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d. 
A  Strange  Friendship.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ^s. 

fpAITH  Gartnefs    Girlhood.      By   the    Author   of  "The 

-^  GayAVorthy's."     Fcap.  with  Coloured  Frontispiece,  3^-.  6d. 

Faj7iiliar  Letters  on  sotne  Mysteries  of  Nature.     See  Phipson. 

Favourite  English  Pictures.  Containing  Sixteen  Pennanent 
Autotype  Reproductions  of  important  Paintings  of  Modern  British 
Artists.     With  letterpress  descriptions.     Atlas  4to,  cloth  extra,  2/.  2.s 

Fern  Paradise  ( The) :  A  Plea  for  the  Culture  of  Ferns.  By  F.  G. 
Heath.  New  Edition,  entirely  Rewritten,  Illustrated  with  eighteen 
full-page  and  numerous  other  Woodcuts,  and  four  permanent  Photo- 
graphs, large  post  8vo,  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  \2s.  6d. 

Fern  World  (The).  By  F.  G.  Heath.  Illustrated  by  Twelve 
Coloured  Plates,  giving  complete  Figures  (Sixty-four  in  all)  of  every 
Species  of  British  Fern,  specially  printed  from  Nature  ;  by  several  full- 
page  Engravings  ;  and  a  permanent  Photograph.  Large  post  8vo., 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  400  pp.,  4th  Edition,  12s.  6d. 

Few  {A)  Hints  on  Proving  Wills.     Enlarged  Edition,  \s. 

Five  Weeks  in  Greece.     By  J.  F.  Young.     Crown  Svo,  loj-.  dd. 

Flainmarion  (C.)  TJie  Atmosphere.  Translated  from  the 
French  of  Camille  Flammarion.  Edited  by  James  Glaisher, 
F.R.S.,  Superintendent  of  the  Magnetical  and  Meteorological  Depart- 
ment of  the  Royal  Observatory  at  Greenwich.  With  10  Chromo- 
Lithographs  and  81  Woodcuts.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  30J-. 

Flooding  of  tJie  Sa/iara  (The),  An  Account  of  the  project  for 
opening  direct  communication  with  38,000,000  people.  With  a  de- 
scription of  North- West  Africa  and  Soudan.  By  Donald  Mackenzie. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  ioj-.  6d. 

Footsteps  oftlie  Master.     See  Stowe  (Mrs.  Beecher). 

Forrest  (joh?i)  Exploratiofis  in  Australia.  Being  Mr.  John 
Forrest's  Personal  Account  of  his  Journeys,  i  vol.,  demy  Svo, 
cloth,  \\A\h  several  Illustrations  and  3  Maps,  i6s. 
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Fra7ic  {Maude  Jeane).     The  following  form  one  Series,  small 
post  8vo,  in  uniform  cloth  bindings : — 
•  Emily's  Choice.     55. 

HalVs  Vineyard,     /^s. 

-John^s  Wife :  a  Story  of  Life  in  South  Australia.     4^. 

Marian  ;  or,  the  Light  of  Some  One's  Home»     5^. 

Silken  Cords  and  Iron  Fetters,     45. 

Vermofit  Vale.     ^s. 

Minnie's  Mission.     43". 

Little  Mercy,     ^s. 


French  Heiress  (A)  in  her  own  Chateau.     Crown  8vo,  1 2S.  6d. 

Fuimy  Foreigners  and  Eccentric   Englishnmi.      16   coloured 
comic  Illustrations  for  Children.     Fcap.  folio,  coloured  wrappper,  4J. 


r^ AMES  of  Patience.     5^^  Cadogan. 

Garvagh  {Lord)  The  Pilgrim  of  Scandinavia.  By  Lord 
Garvagh,  B.A.,  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  and  Member  of  the  Alpine 
Club.     8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  ioj.  dd. 

Geary  {Grattan).     See  "  Asiatic  Turkey." 

Gentle  Life  (Queen  Edition).     2  vols,  in  i,  small  4to,  105.  dd. 

THE     GENTLE    LIFE    SERIES. 

Price  6j.  each  ;  or  in  calf  extra,  price  \os.  6d. 

The  Gentle  Life.     Essays  in  aid  of  the  Formation  of  Character 

of  Gentlemen  and  Gentlewomen.     21st  Edition. 

"  Deserves  to  be  printed  in  letters  of  gold,  and  circulated  in  every  house." — 
Chavibers'  Jourr.ah 

About  in  the  World.  Essays  by  the  Author  of  "  The  Gentle 
Life." 

"  It  is  not  easy  to  open  it  at  any  page  without  finding  some  handy  idea."— i)Av-«- 
ing  Post. 

Like  unto  Christ.  A  New  Translation  of  Thomas  a  Kempis' 
"  De  Imitatione  Christi."  With  a  Vignette  from  an  Original  Drawing 
by  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence,     2nd  Edition. 

"  Could  not  be  presented  in  a  more  exquisite  form,  for  a  more  sightly  volume  was 
never  seen." — lUustrated  Lo}idon  News. 

Fa7niliar  Words.  An  Index  Verborum,  or  Quotation  Hand- 
book. Affording  an  immediate  Reference  to  Phrases  and  Sentences 
that  have  become  embedded  in  the  English  lang-uage.  3rd  and 
enlarged  Edition. 

"The  most  extensive  dictionary  of  quotation  we  have  met  with." — Notes  and 
Queries. 


List  of  Publications.  i  ^ 


TJie  Gentle  Life  Series,  coiitinued : — 

Essays    by    Montaigne.       Edited,    Compared,    Revised,    and 

Annotated  by  the  Author  of  ' '  The  Gentle  Life."     With  Vignette  For- 
trait.     2nd  Edition. 

"  We  should  be  glad  if  any  words  of  ours  could  help  to  bespeak  a  large  circula- 
tion for  this  handsome  attractive  book.  "—///«si'r«z'^^  Times. 

The  Coimtess  of  Pembroke's  Arcadia.     Written  by  Sir  Philip 
Sidney.     Edited  with  Notes  by  Author  of ' '  The  Gentle  Life."   7j.  6^'. 
"All  the  best  things  in  the  Arcadia  are  retained  intact  in  Mr.  Frisvvell's  edition." 
— Examine}-. 

The  Gentle  Life.     2nd  Series,  8th  Edition. 

"There  is  not  a  single  thought  in  the  volume  that  does  not  contribute  in  some 
measure  to  the  formation  of  a  true  gentleman."— iPaz/y  News.  _      _ 

Varia :  Readings  f7vm  Rare  Books.     Reprinted,  by  permission, 
from  the  Saturday  Revieiu,  Spectator,  &c. 

"The  books  discussed  in  this  volume  are  no  less  valuable  than  they  are  rare,  and 
the  compiler  is  entitled  to  the  gratitude  of  the  public.  "—C^.yfrY',?>. 

The  Silent  Llour :    Essays,    Origi?ial   and  Selected.     By   the 
Author  of  "The  Gentle  Life."     3rd  Edition. 
"All  who  possess  'The  Gentle  Life  '  should  own  this  \o\\.\mei."—Sta7idard. 

Half-Length   Portraits.      Short  Studies   of  Notable  Persons. 

By  J.  Hain  Friswell.     Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j, 
Essays    on   English     Writers,   for    the    Self-improvement    01 

Students  in  English  Literature. 
"  To  all  (both  men  and  women)  who  have  neglected  to  read  and  study  their  native 

literature  we  would  certainly  suggest  the  volume  before  us  as  a  fitting  introduction." 

— Examiner.  ,         ,.   . 

Other  People's  Windows.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell.     3rd  Edition. 

"The  chapters  are  so  lively  in  themselves,  so  mingled  with  shrewd  views  of 
human  nature,  so  full  of  illustrative  anecdotes,  that  the  reader  cannot  fail  to  be 
amused.  ''—Morning  Post. 

A  Man's  Tlioughts.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 


German  Primer.  Being  an  Introduction  to  First  Steps  m 
Gei-man.     By  M.  T.  Preu.     Q-s.  6d. 

Getting  On  in  the  World;  or,  ILints  on  Success  in  Life.  By 
W.  Mathews,  LL.D.  Small  post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d. 

Gouffe.  The  Royal  Cookery  Book.  By  Jules  Gouffe  ;  trans- 
lated and  adapted  for  English  use  by  Alphonse  Gouff£,  Head 
Pastrycook  to  her  ^lajesty  the  Queen.  Illustrated  with  large  plates 
printed  in  colours.      161  Woodcuts,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  2/.  2s. 

Domestic  Edition,  half-bound,  loi".  6^. 

"  By  far  the  ablest  and  most  complete  work  on  cookery  that  has  ever  been  sub- 
mitted to  the  gastronomical  world."— /"a// iJ/^/^  <^«2^^^^.  .  - 

The  Book  of  Preserves  ;  or.  Receipts  for  Preparifig  and 


Presendng  Meat,  Fish  salt  and  smoked,  Terrines,  Gelatines,  Vege- 
tables, Fruit,  Confitures,  Syrups,  Liqueurs  de  Famille,  Petits  Fours, 
Bonbons,  &c.,  &c.  i  vol.,  royal  8vo,  containing  upwards  of  500 
Receipts  and  34  Illustrations,  io.y.  6i/. 
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Gouffe.  Royal  Book  of  Fast/y  and  Confectionery.  By  Jules 
Gouff£,  Chef-de-Cuisine  of  the  Paris  Jockey  Club.  Royal  8vo,  Illus. 
trated  with  lo  Chromo-lithographs  and  137  Woodcuts,  from  Drawings 
by  E.  MONJAT.     Cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  35J-. 

Gouraud  {Mdlle.)  Four  Gold  Fieces.  Numerous  Illustrations. 
Small  post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.     See  also  Rose  Library. 

Govern??ie?tt  of  M.  Thiers.  By  Jules  Simon.  Translated  from 
the  French,     2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra. 

Gower  (Lord  Ronald)  Handbook  to  the  Art  Galleries,  Fublic 
and  Private,  of  Belgium  and  Holland.     iSmo,  cloth,  5^-. 

The  Castle IIoivardFortraits.   2  vols., folio,  cl.  extra,  6/.  ds. 

G7'eek  Grammar.     See  Waller. 

Guizofs  Liistoiy  of  Fraiice.  Translated  by  Robert  Black. 
Super-royal  Svo,  very  numerous  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations.  In 
5  vols.,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  each  2\s. 

"  It  supplies  a  want  which  has  long  been  felt,  and  ought  to  be  in  the  hands  of  all 
students  of  history." — Times. 

"Three-fourths  of  M.  Guizot's  great  work  are  now  completed,  and  the  'History 
of  France/ which  was  so  nobly  planned,  has  been  hitherto  no  less  admirably  exe- 
cuted."— From  long  Review  of  Vol.  III.  in  the  Times. 

"  M.  Guizot's  main  merit  is  this,  that,  in  a  style  at  once  clear  and  vigorous,  he 
sketches  the  essential  and  most  characteristic  features  of  the  times  and  personages 
described,  and  seizes  upon  every  salient  point  which  can  best  illustrate  and  bring 
out  to  view  what  is  most  significant  and  instructive  in  the  spirit  of  the  age  described." 
— Evening  Standard,  Sept.  23,  1874. 

History  of  England.     In  3  vols,  of  about  500  pp.  each, 

containing  60  to  70  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  gilt, 
24J'.  each.     Vol.  III.  in  the  press. 

"For  luxur>'  of  t3T)ography,  plainness  of  print,  and  beauty  of  illustration,  these 
volumes,  of  which  but  one  has  as  yet  appeared  in  English,  will  hold  their  own 
against  any  production  of  an  age  so  luxurious  as  our  own  in  everything,  typography 
not  excepted." — Ti7nes. 

Ginllemin.     See  "  World  of  Comets." 

Giiyon  {Mde.)  Life.     By  Upham.     6th  Edition,  crown  Svo,  6s. 

Giiyot  (A.)  Fhysical  Geography.  By  Arnold  Guyot,  Author 
of  "Earth  and  Man."  In  i  volume,  large  4to,  128  pp.,  numerous 
coloured  Diagrams,  Maps,  and  Woodcuts',  price  los.  6d. 

TJABLTA  TLONS  of  Man  in  all  Ages.     See  Le-Duc. 

Hamilton  (A.  H.  A.,/.F.)     See  "  Quarter  Sessions." 
Handbook  to  the  Charities  of  London.     See  Low's. 

Fri?icipal  Schools  of  England.     See  Practical. 

Llalf- Hours  of  Blind  Maji's  Holiday  ;  or,  Sunnner  and  Winter 

Sketches  in  Black  &  White.     By.W.  W.  Fenn.     2  vols.,  cr.  8vo,  2^s. 
Half-Length   Fortraits.      Short   Studies  of  Notable   Persons. 

By  J.  Hain  Friswell.     Small  post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  bs. 
Hall\\V.  W.)  How  to  Live  Long;  or,   1408  Health  Maxims, 

Physical,   Mental,    and   Moral.      By  W.    W.    Hall,    A.I\I.,    M.D. 

Small  post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.     Second  Edition. 
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Hans  Bi'inker;  or,  the  Silver  Skates.     See  Dodge. 
Healyi^M.)  A  Sunwier's  Romance.     Crown  8 vo,  cloth,  loj-.  dd. 
The  Home  Theatre.     Small  post  8vo,  3^.  6^. 

Heart  of  Africa.  Three  Years'  Travels  and  Adventures  in  the 
Unexplored  Regions  of  Central  Africa,  from  1S68  to  187 1.  By  Dr. 
Georg  Schweinfurth.  Translated  by  Ellen  E.  Frewer.  With 
an  Introduction  by  Win  WOOD  Reade.  An  entirely  New  Edition, 
revised '  and  condensed  by  the  Author.  Numerous  Illustrations,  and 
large  Map.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  15^'. 

Heath  {F.  G.).  See  "Fern  World/'  "Fern  Paradise,"  "Our 
Woodland  Trees." 

Heher's  {Bishop)  Illustrated  Edition  of  Hymns.  With  upwards 
of  100  beautiful  Engravings.  Small  4to,  handsomely  bound,  'js.  6d. 
Morocco,  iSj.  6d.  andau.     An  entirely  New  Edition. 

Hector  Servadac.  5^^  Verne.  The  heroes  of  this  story  were 
carried  away  through  space  on  the  Comet  "GaUia,"  and  their  ad- 
ventures are  recorded  with  all  Jules  Verne's  characteristic  spirit.  With 
nearly  100  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  loj'.  6^. 

Henderson  (A.)  Lati7i  Proverbs  and  Quotatio?is ;  with  Transla- 
tions and  Parallel  Passages,  and  a  copious  English  Index.  By  Alfred 
Henderson.     Fcap.  4to,  530  pp.,  ioj-,  6d. 

History  a?id  Handbook  of  Photography.  Translated  from  the 
French  of  Gaston  Tissandier.  Edited  by  J.  Thomson.  Imperial 
l6mo,  over  300  pages,  70  Woodcuts,  and  Specimens  of  Prints  by  the 
best  Permanent  Processes,  cloth  extra,  6j-.  Second  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  by  the  late  Mr.  Henry  Fox  Talbot,  giving  an  account  of 
his  researches. 

History  of  a  Crime  {The];  Deposition  of  an  Eye-witness.  By 
Victor  Hugo.    4  vols.,  cro-wm  8vo,  42^. 


England.     See  GuizoT. 

Fra?ice.     See  GuizoT. 

Russia.     See  Rambaud. 

■ Me7'chant  Shipping.     See  Lindsay. 

Ufiited  States.     See  Bryant. 

Ireland.     By  Standish  O'Grady.    Vol.  I.  ready,  7^.  dd. 

History  and  Principles  of  Weaving  by  Handajidby  Power.  With 
several  hundred  Illustrations.  Reprinted  with  considerable  additions 
from  "  Engineering,"  with  a  chapter  on  Lace-making  Machinery.  By 
Alfred  Barlow.    Royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  i/.  55-. 

Hitherto.  By  the  Author  of"  The  Gayworthys."  New  Edition, 
cloth  extra,  3^-.  6^.     Also,  in  Rose  Library,  2  vols.,  2s. 

Hofmann  {Carl).  A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Manufacture  of 
Paper  in  all  its  Branches.  Illustrated  by  no  Wood  Engravings,  and  5 
large  Folding  Plates.     In  i  vol.,  4to,  cloth  ;  about  400  pp.,  3/.  13J.  dd. 
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Hoiv  to  Build  a  House.     See  Le-Duc. 

Hoiv  to  Live  Long.     See  Hall. 

Hugo   {Victor)    ''Ninety-Three:'     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  6^. 

Toilers  of  tJie  Sea.    Crown  8vo.    Illustrated,  6i-. ;  fancy 

boards,   2s.  ;    cloth,   2s.   6d.  ;   On   large  paper  with  all  the   original 

Illustrations,  los.  6d. 

See  "  History  of  a  Crime." 


Hunting,   Shooting,   a?id   Fishing;    A    Sporting    Miscellany. 

Illustrated.     Cro\vn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d. 
Hynmal    Companion    to    Book     of    Common     Pi'ayer.       See 

BiCKERSTETH. 

TLLUSTRATLONS    of    China    and    its    People.      By    J. 

■*-  Thomson,  F.R.G.S.  Being  200  permanent  Photogi-aphs  from  the 
Author's  Negatives,  with  Letterpress  Descriptions  of  the  Places  and 
People  represented.     Four  Volumes  imperial  4to,  each  3/,  3^-. 

L)i  my  Lndia?t  Garden.  By  Phil.  Robinson.  With  a  Preface 
by  Edwin  Arnold,  M.  A.,  C.S.I.,  &c.    Crown  Svo,  limp  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

Lrish  Bar.  Comprising  Anecdotes,  Bon-Mots,  and  Bio- 
gi-aphical  Sketches  of  the  Bench  and  Bar  of  Ireland.  By  J.  Roderick 
O'Flanagan,  Barrister-at-Law.      i  vol.,  crown  Svo,  cloth. 

yACQUEMABT  {A.)  History  of  the  Ceramic  Art:  De- 
scriptive and  Analytical  Study  of  the  Potteries  of  all  Times  and  of 
all  Nations.  By  Albert  Jacquemart.  200  Woodcuts  by  H. 
Catenacci  and  J.  Jacquemart.  12  Steel-plate  Engravings,  and  1000 
Marks  and  Monograms.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Bury  Palliser.  In 
I  vol.,  super-royal  Svo,  of  about  700  pp.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  28j-. 

"This  is  one  of  those  few  gift-books  which,  while  they  can  certainly  lie  on  a  table 
and  look  beautiful,  can  also  be  read  through  with  real  pleasure  and  profit." — Times. 


Adventures  in  the 


J^ENNEDY'S  {Capt.  IV.  E.)  Sporting 

•^  ^      Pacific.     With  Illustrations,  demy  Svo,  I  Sj-. 

{Capt.   A.    W,   M.    Clark).       See   "To    the    Arctic 

Regions." 
Kh' divers  Egypt  {The);  or.  The  old  House  of  Bondage  under 

New  Masters.     By  Edwin  de  Leon,  Ex- Agent  and  Consul-General 

in  Egypt.     In  I  vol.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Third  Edition,  iSj-. 
Lvingston  (IV.  H.  G.).     See  "Snow-Shoes." 

Child  of  the  Cavern. 

Tivo  Supe7'cargoes. 

With  Axe  and  Rifle. 

IColdewey  {Capt.)  The  Second  North  German  Polar  Expedition 

in  the  Year  1869-70,  of  the  Ships  "  Germania  "  and  "Honsa,"  under 

command  of  Captain  Koldewey.     Edited  and  condensed  by  H.   W. 

Bates,  Esq.     Numerous  Woodcuts,  Maps,  and  Cliromo-lithographs. 

Royal  Svo,  cloth  extra,  \l.  \^s. 
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T  ADY  Silverdal^s  Sweetheart.     6j".     6'^<?  Black. 

Land  of  Bolivar  {TJie)  ;  or,  War,  Peace,  and  Adventure  in  the 
Republic  of  Venezuela.  By  James  Mudie  Spence,  F.R.G.S., 
F.Z.S.  2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  doth  extra,  with  numerous  Woodcuts  and 
Maps,  3 1  J.  (id.     Second  Edition. 

Landseer  Gallery  {The).  Containing  thirty-six  Autotype  Re- 
productions of  Engravings  from  the  most  important  early  works  of  Sir 
Edwin  Landseer.  With  a  Memoir  of  the  Artist's  Life,  and 
Descriptions  of  the  Plates.  Imperial  4to,  handsomely  bound  in  cloth, 
gilt  edges,  2/.  2s. 

Le-Diic  {V.)  How  to  build  a  House.  By  Viollet-le-Duc, 
Author  of  "The  Dictionary  of  Architecture,"  &c.  Numerous  Illustra- 
tions, Plans,  &c.     Medium  8vo,  cloth,  gilt,  12s. 

A?inals  of  a   Fortress.     Numerous   Illustrations   and 

Diagrams.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  i^s. 

The    Habitations  of  Man    in    all    Ages.       By     E, 

ViOLLET-LE-Duc.  Illustrated  by  103  Woodcuts.  Translated  by 
Benjamin  Bucknall,  Architect.     Svo,  cloth  extra,  \6s. 

Lectures     on    Architecture.        By    Viollet-le-Duc. 

Translated  from  the  French  by  Benjamin  Bucknall,  Architect.  In 
2  vols,,  royal  Svo,  3/.  3^.     Also  in  Parts,  lOi-.  6c/.  each. 

Afofit  Blafic:  a   Treatise  on   its   Geodesical  and   Geo- 

logical  Constitution — its  Transformations,  and  the  Old  and  Modem 
state  of  its  Glaciers.  By  Eugene  Viollet-le-Duc.  With  120 
Illustrations.     Translated  by  B.  Bucknall.     i  vol.,  demy  Svo,  14^-. 

On  Restoration;  with  a  Notice  of  his  \Vorks  by  Charles 

Wethered.     Crown  Svo,  with  a  Portrait  on  Steel  of  Viollet-le- 


Duc,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 
Lenten  Meditations.     In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in  itself. 
By  the  Rev.  Claude  Bosanquet,  Author  of  "Blossoms  from  the 
King's  Garden."    i6mo,  cloth.  First  Series,  \s.  6d. ;  Second  Series,  2s. 

Liesegang  {Dr.  Paul  E.)  A  Manual  of  the  Carbon  Process  of 
Photography,  and  its  use  in  Making  Enlargements,  &c.  Translated 
from  the  Sixth  German  Edition  by  R.  B.  Marston.  Demy  Svo,  half- 
bound,  with  Illustrations,  4^-. 

Life  and  Letters  of  the  Honourable  Charles  Sumner  {The). 
2  vols.,  royal  Svo,  cloth.  The  Letters  give  full  description  of  London 
Society— Lawyers— Judges — Visits  to  Lords  Fitzwilliam,  Leicester, 
Whamcliffe,  Brougham— Association  with  Sydney  Smith,  Hallam, 
Macaula)^  Dean  Milman,  Rogers,  and  Talfourd  ;  also,  a  full  Journal 
which  Sumner  kept  in  Paris.     Second  Edition,  36^-. 

Lindsay  ( IV.  S.)  History  of  Merchajit  Shipping  and  A?icient 
Commerce.  Over  150  Illustrations,  Maps  and  Charts,  In  4  vols,, 
demy  Svo,  cloth  extra.     Vols,  i  and  2,  21s.  ;  vols,  3  and  4,  24^.  each. 
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Lion  Jack:  a  Story  of  Perilous  Adventures  amofigst  Wild  Men 
and  Beasts.  Showing  how  Menageries  are  made.  By  P.  T.  Barnum. 
With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  price  6s. 

Little  King ;  or,  the  Taining  of  a  Young  Russian  Count.  By 
S.  Blandy.  Translated  from  the  French.  64  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7^-.  6^. 

Little  Mercy ;  or,  For  Better  for  Worse.  By  Maude  Jeanne 
Franc,  Author  of  "Marian,"  "Vermont  Vale,"  (Sec,  &c.  Small 
post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4^. 

Locker  (A.)  The  Village  Surgeon.  A  Fragment  of  Auto- 
biography.   By  Arthur  Locker.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

Long  (Col.  C.  Chaille)  Cefitral  Africa.  Naked  Truths  of 
Naked  People  :  an  Account  of  Expeditions  to  Lake  Victoria  Nyanza 
and  the  Mabraka  Niam-Niam.   Demy  Svo,  numerous  Illustratidns,  i8j. 

Lord  Collingwood:  a  Biographical  Study.  By.  W.  Davis. 
With  Steel  Engraving  of  Lord  Collingwood.     Crown  Svo,  2s. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd.  New  Edition,  i6mo,  boards,  coloured 
wrapper,  2s. 

Low's  German  Series — 

1.  The  Illustrated  German  Primer.    Being  the  easiest  introduction 

to  the  study  of  German  for  all  beginners,     is. 

2.  The  Children's  own  German  Book.     A  Selection  of  Amusing 

and  Instructive  Stories  in  Prose.  Edited  by  Dr.  A.  L.  Meissner, 
Professor  of  Modem  Languages  in  the  Queen's  University  in 
Ireland.     Small  post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

3.  The    First    German   E-eader,    for    Children    from    Ten    to 

Fourteen.  Edited  by  Dr.  A.  L.  Meissner.  Small  post  Svo, 
cloth,  IJ-.  6d. 

4.  The  Second  German  Header.     Edited  by  Dr.  A.  L.  Meissner, 

Small  post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Buchheim's  Deutsche  Prosa.      Two  Voliunes,  sold  separately:— 

5.  Schiller's  Prosa.      Containing  Selections  from  the  Prose  Works 

of  Schiller,  with  Notes  for  EngUsh  Students.  By  Dr.  Buchheim, 
Professor  of  the  German  Language  and  Literature,  King's 
College,  London.     Small  post  Svo,  "zs.  6d. 

6.  Goethe's  Prosa.     Containing  Selections  from  the  Prose  Works  of 

Goethe,  with  Notes  for  English  Students.  By  Dr.  Buchheim. 
Small  post  Svo,  3^-.  6d. 

Low's  Standard  Library  of  Travel  and  Adventure.  Crown  Svo, 
bound  uniformly  in  cloth  extra,  price  ^s.  6d. 

1.  The  Great  Lone  Land.     By  W.  F.  Butler,  C.B. 

2.  The  "Wild  North  Land.     By  W.  F.  Butler,  C.B. 

3.  How  I  found  Living-stone.    By  PI.  IM.  Stanley. 

4.  The  Threshold  of  the  TJnknown  Regrion.     By  C.  R.  Mark- 

ham.     (4th  Edition,  with  Additional  Chapters,  los.  6d.) 

5.  A  "WTialing-  Cruise  to  Baffin's  Bay  and  the  Gulf  of  Boothia. 

By  A.  H.  Markham. 
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Low's  Standard  Library  of  Travel  and  Adventure,  continued: — 

6.  Campaigning-  on  the  Oxus.     By  J.  A.  IMacGahan, 

7.  Akim-foo :    the  History  of  a  Failure.      By  Major  W.   F. 

Butler,  C.B. 

8.  Ocean  to   Ocean.     By  the   Rev.    George  M.    Grant.     With 

Illustrations. 

9.  Cruise  of  the  Challenger.     By  W.  J,  J.  Spry,  R.N. 
10.   Schweinfurth's  Heart  of  Africa.     2  vols.,  15^. 

Low's  Standard  Novels.     Cro^vn  8vo,  6j-.  each,  cloth  extra. 

Three  Feathers.     By  William  Black. 

A   Daughter  of  Heth.      13th  Edition.      By   W.    Black.      With 
Frontispiece  by  F.  Walker,  A.R.A. 

Kilmeny.     A  Novel.     By  W.  Black. 

In  Silk  Attire.     By  W.  Black. 

Lady  Silverdale's  Sweetheart.     By  W.  Black. 

Alice  Lorraine,     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 

Lorna  Doone.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore.     8th  Edition. 

Cradock  Nowell.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 

Clara  Vaughan.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore, 

Cripps  the  Carrier.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 

Innocent.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant.     Eight  Illustrations. 

Work.    A  Story  of  Experience,     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.     Illustra- 
tions,    See  also  Rose  Library. 

Mistress  Judith.     A  Cambridgeshire  Story.     By  C.    C.  Frasf.r- 
Tytler. 

Never  Again .    By  Dr.  Mayo,  Author  of  "  Kaloolah." 

Ninety-Three.     By  Victor  Hugo.     Numerous  Illustrations. 

My  Wife  and  I.     By  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe, 

Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

Elinor  Dryden.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 
Lovds  Handbook  to  the  Charities  of  London  for  1877.     Edited 

and  revised    to  July,    1877,    by  C,    Mackeson,   F.S.S.,   Editor    of 

*'  A  Guide  to  the  Churches  of  London  and  its  Suburbs,"  &c.     \s. 

jy/fACGALLAN  {/.  A.)  Campaigning  on  the  Oxus,  and  the 
■^  *^      Fall  of  Khiva,     With  Map  and  numerous  Illustrations,  4th  Edition, 
small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6^. 

U?ider  the  Northern   Lights ;    or,    the    Cruise  of  the 


"  Pandora"  to  Peel's  Straits,  in  Search  of  Sir  John  Frankhn's  Papers. 
With  Illustrations  by  Mr,  De  Wylde,  who  accompanied  the  Expedi- 
tion,    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  \%s. 

Macgregor  {/oh?i)  ''Rob  Roy''  on  the  Baltic.  3rd  Edition, 
small  post  8vo,  is.  6d. 

A   Thousand  Miles   in  the ''Rob  Roy"    Canoe,     nth 

Edition,  small  post  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Description  of  the  "Rob  Roy"  Canoe,  with  Plans,  &c.,  is. 

The    Voyage  Alone  i7i   the  Yawl  "  Rob  Roy."      Nev/ 

Edition,  thoroughly  revised,  with  additions,  small  post  8vo,  5^-. 
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Macke7izie  (Z>).  The  Flooding  of  the  Sahara.  An  Account  of 
the  Project  for  opening  direct  communication  with  38,000,000  people. 
With  a  Description  of  North-West  Africa  and  Soudan.  By  Donald 
Mackenzie.     8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  loj-.  dd, 

Macquoid{Afrs.)  Elinor  Dry  den.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ds. 

Markhani  {A.  If.)  The  Cruise  of  the  '' Rosario!'  By  A.  H. 
Markhaim,  R.N.     Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Map  and  Illustrations. 

A    Whaling  Cruise  to  Baffin's  Bay  and  the  Gulf  of 

Boothia.  With  an  Account  of  the  Rescue  by  his  Ship,  of  the  Sur- 
vivors of  the  Crew  of  the  "Polaris;"  and  a  Description  of  Modern 
Whale  Fishing.  3rd  and  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  2  Maps  and 
several  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  'js.  6d. 

Markham  (C.  B.)  The  Threshold  of  the  Unknown  Region. 
Crown  Svo,  with  Four  Maps,  4th  Edition,  with  Additional  Chapters, 
giving  the  History  of  our  present  Expedition,  as  far  as  known,  and  an 
Account  of  the  Cruise  of  the  "Pandora."     Cloth  extra,  los.  6d. 

Maury  {Commander)  Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea,  and  its 
Meteorology.  Being  a  Reconstruction  and  Enlargement  of  his  former 
Work,  with  Charts  and  Diagrams.     New  Edition,  crown  Svo,  6s. 

Men  of  Mark :  a  Gallery  of  Contemporary  Portraits  of  the  most 
Eminent  Men  of  the  Day  taken  from  Life,  especially  for  this  publica- 
tion, price  \s.  6d.  monthly.  Vols.  L,  II.,  and  III.  handsomely  bound, 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  25^-.  each. 

Mercy  Philbricks  Choice.     Small  post  Svo,  3^.  6^. 

"The  story  is  of  a  high  character,  and  the  play  of  feeling  is  very  subtilely  and 
cleverly  wrought  out." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

Michael  Strogoff.     10s.  6d.     *S^^  Verne. 

Mistress  Judith.     A  Cambridgeshire  Story.     By  C.  C.  Fraser- 

Tytler,  Author  of  "Jasmine  Leigh."      A  New  and  Cheaper  Edition 

in  I  vol. ,  small  post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mitford  (Miss).     See  "  Our  Village." 

Mohr  {E.)  To  the  Victoria  Falls  of  the  Zambesi.  By  Edward 
MOHR.  Translated  by  N.  D'Anv£rs.  Numerous  Full-page  and  other 
Woodcut  Illustrations,  four  Chromo-lithographs,  and  Map.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  2\s. 

Mongolia,  Travels  in.     See  Prejevalsky. 

Montaigne's  Essays.     See  Gentle  Life  Series. 

Mont  Blanc.     See  Le-Duc. 

Moody  {Emma)  Echoes  of  the  Heai't.  A  Collection  of  upwards 
of  200  Sacred  Poems.     i6mo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  price  3^.  6d. 

My  Brother  Jack ;  or,  The  Story  of  Whatdyecallem.  \Vritten 
by  Himself.  From  the  French  of  Alphonse  Daudet.  Illustrated 
by  P.  PniLirpoTEAUX.     Square  imperial  i6mo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d. 

"  He  would  answer  to  Hi  !  or  to  any  loud  cry, 
To  What-you-may-call-'em,  or  What  was  his  name  ; 
But  especially  Thingamy-jig."— Zi'^^w^i';/^  0/ the  Snark. 
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My  Rambles  in  the  New  World.  By  Lucien  Biart,  Author  of 
*'  The  Adventures  of  a  Young  Naturalist."  Translated  by  Mary  de 
Hauteville.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Numerous  Full-page  Illustra- 
tions, 7j.  bd. 


AT  ARES  {Sir  G.  S.,  K.C.B)  Narrative  of  a  Voyage  to  the 

•^  '  Polar  Sea  during  1875-76,  in  H.M.'s  Ships  "Alert"  and  "  Discover)^'* 
By  Captain  Sir  G.  S.  Nares,  R.N.,  K.C.B.,  F.R.S.  Published  by  per- 
mission of  the  Lords  Commissioners  of  the  Admiralty.  With  Notes  on 
the  Natural  History,  edited  by  H.  W.  Feilden,  F.G.S.,  C.M.Z.S., 
F.R.G.S.,  Naturalist  to  the  Expedition.  Two  Volumes,  demySvo,  with 
numerous  Woodcut  Illustrations  and  Photographs,  &c.     4th  Edition, 

2/.  2S. 

Ne7v  Child's  Play  {A).  Sixteen  Drawings  by  E.  V.  B.  Beauti- 
fully printed  in  colours,  4tO,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

New  Ireland.  By  A.  M.  Sullivan,  M.P.  for  Louth.  2  vols., 
demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  30J.  One  of  the  main  objects  which  the 
Author  has  had  in  view  in  writing  this  work  .has  been  to  lay  before 
England  and  the  world  a  faithful  history  of  Ireland,  in  a  series  of  de- 
scriptive sketches  of  the  episodes  in  Ireland's  career  during  the  last 
quarter  of  a  century.     Cheaper  Edition,  i  vol.,  crown  Svo,  2>s.  6d. 

New  Novels. 

An  Old  Story  of  My  Farming-  Days.   By  Fritz  Reuter,  Author 

of  "In  the  Year  '13."     3  vols.,  i/.  lis.  6d. 
Cressida.     By  M.  B.  Thomas.     3  vols.,  iL  lis.  6d. 
Elizabeth  Eden.     3  vols.,  ll.  lis.  6d. 
The  Martyr  of  Glencree.     A  Story  of  the  Persecutions  in  Scotland 

in  the  Reign  of  Charles  the  Second.     By  R.  Somers.     3  vols., 

I/,  lis.  6d. 
The  Cossacks.     By  Count  Tolstoy.    Translated  from  the  Russian 

by  Eugene  Schuyler,  Author  of  "Turkistan."   2  vols.,  i/.  is. 
A  Hero  of  the  Pen.     2  vols.     By  Werner.    Translated  by  Mrs.  S. 

Phillips.    21s. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow.     By  C.  Gibbon.     3  vols.,  i/.  lis.  6d. 
Auld  Lang-  Syne.    By  the  Author  of  "The  Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor." 

2  vols.,   ll.  IS. 
A  Life's  Hazard  ;  or,  The  Outlaw  of  Wentworth  Waste.     By 

H.  Esmond.  3  vols.,  i/.  lis.  6d. 
Rare  Pale  Marg-aret.  2  vols.,  i/.  IJ". 
A   French  Heiress.      By  the  Author  of  "One  Only,"  &c.     With 

Illustrations,  I2s.  6d. 

New  Testament.  The  Autliorized  English  Version ;  with 
various  readings  from  the  most  celebrated  Manuscripts.  Cloth  flexible, 
gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  ;  cheaper  style,  2s.  ;  or  sewed,  is.  6d. 
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Noble  Words  and  Noble  Deeds.     Translated  from  the  French  of 
E.  MuLLER,  by  Dora  Leigh.     Containing  many  Full-page  Illustra- 
tions by  Philippoteaux.     Square  imperial  i6mo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d. 
"■  This  is  a  book  which  will  delight  the  young.  .  .  .  We  cannot  imagine  a  nicer 
present  than  this  book  for  children." — Standard. 

"  Is  certain  to  become  a  favourite  with  young  people." — Court  Journal. 

Notes  and  Sketches  of  an  Architect  taken  dtmng  a  Journey  in  the 

North- West  of  Europe.     Translated  from  the  French  of  Felix  Nar- 

JOUX.  214  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations.   Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  i6j. 

"His  book  is  vivacious  and  sometimes  brilliant.     It  is  admirably  printed  and 

illustrated." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

Notes  on  Fish  and  Fishing.  By  the  Rev.  J.  J.  Manley,  M.A. 
With  Illustrations,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  leatherette  binding,  loj.  6d. 

"  We  commend  the  work." — Field. 

"  He  has  a  page  for  every  day  in  the  year,  or  nearly  so,  and  there  is  not  a  dull 
one  amongst  them. " — Notes  and  Queries. 

"A pleasant  and  attractive  volume." — Graphic. 

"  Brightly  and  pleasantly  written." — John  Bull. 

Nursery  Playmates  {Fri?ice  of.)  217  Coloured  pictures  for 
Children  by  eminent  Artists.     Folio,  in  coloured  boards,  6s. 

f\  CEAN  to  Ocean  :  Sandford  Fleming's  Expeditio7i  through 
^     Canada  in  1872.     By  the  Rev.  George  M.  Grant.     With  Illustra- 
tions.   Revised  and  enlarged  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  'js.  6d. 
Old-Fashioned  Girl.     See  Alcott. 

Oleographs.  (Catalogues  and  price  lists  on  application.) 
Oliphant  {Mrs)  Innocent.  A  Tale  of  Modem  Life.  By  Mrs. 
Oliphant,  Author  of  "The  Chronicles  of  Carlingford,"  &c.,  &c. 
With  Eight  Full-page  Illustrations,  small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
On  Horseback  through  Asia  Minor.  By  Capt.  Fred  Burnaby, 
Royal  Horse  Guards,  Author  of  **A  Ride  to  Khiva."  2  vols., 
8vo,  with  three  Maps  and  Portrait  of  Author,  6th  Edition,  38j-.  This 
work  describes  a  ride  of  over  2000  miles  through  the  heart  of  Asia 
Minor,  and  gives  an  account  of  five  months  with  Turks,  Circassians, 
Christians,  and  Devil-worshippers.  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  \os.6d. 

On  Festoratio7t.     See  I.e-Duc. 

On  Ti-ek  in  the  Transvaal ;  or,  Over  Berg  and  Veldt  in  South 
Africa.     By  H.  A.  Roche.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  los.  6d.    4th  Edition. 

Our  Little  Ones  in  LLeaven.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  Robbins. 
With  Frontispiece  after  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  Fcap.,  cloth  extra, 
New  Edition — the  3rd,  with  Illustrations,  5^, 

Our  Village.  By  Mary  Russell  Mitford.  Illustrated  with 
Frontispiece  Steel  Engraving,  and  12  full-page  and  157  smaller  Cuts 
of  Figure  Subjects  and  Scenes,  from  Drawings  by  W.  H.  J.  Boot  and 
C.  O.  Murray.  Chiefly  from  Sketches  made  by  these  Artists  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  "Our  Village."  Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 
21/. 


List  of  Publications.  2 1 

Our  Woodland  Trees.  By  F.  G.  Heath.  Large  post  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  uniform  with  "Fern  World  "  and  "  Fern  Paradise," 
by  the  same  Author.     8  Coloured  Plates  and  20  Woodcuts,  \2s.  6d. 

Out  of  School  at  Eton.  Being  a  collection  of  Poetry  and  Prose 
Writings.    By  Some  Present  Etonians.    Foolscap  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

p  A  INTERS  of  All  Schools.     By  Louis  Viardot,  and  other 

-^         Writers.     500   pp.,  super-royal  8vo,  20  Full-page  and    70  smaller 
Engravings,  cloth  extra,  25^.     A  New  Edition  is  being  issued  in  Half- 
crown  parts,  with  fifty  additional  portraits,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3IJ.  6d. 
"A  handsome  volume,  full  of  information  and  sound  criticism." — Times. 

"Almost  an  encyclopasdia  of  painting It  may  be  recommended  as  a  handy 

and  elegant  guide  to  beginners  in  thestudy  of  the  history  of  art." — Saturday  Review. 

Palliser  [Mrs. )  A  History  of  Lace,  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
A  New  and  Revised  Edition,  with  additional  cuts  and  text,  upwards 
of  100  Illustrations  and  coloured  Designs,     i  vol.  8vo,  i/.  \s. 

"  One  of  the  most  readable  books  of  the  season  ;  permanently  valuable,  always  in- 
teresting, often  amusing,  and  not  inferior  in  all  the  essentials  of  a  gift  book." — Times. 

Historic  Devices,  Badges,  and  War  Cries.     8vo,  i/.  \s. 

The  China  Collector's  Pocket  Co7npa7iion.     With  upwards 

of  1000  Illustrations  of  Marks  and  Monograms.     2nd  Edition,  with 
Additions.     Small  post  8vo,  limp  cloth,  5^-. 

"  We  scarcely  need  add  that  a  more  trustworthy  and  convenient  handbook  does 
not  exist,  and  that  others  besides  ourselves  will  feel  grateful  to  Mrs.  Palliser  for  the 
care  and  skill  she  has  bestowed  upon  it." — Academy. 

Petites  Lecons  de  Conversatio?i  et  de  Grammaire :  Oral  and 
Conversational  Method  ;  being  Little  Lessons  introducing  the  most 
Useful  Topics  of  Daily  Conversation,  upon  an  entirely  new  principle, 
&c.  By  F.  JULIEN,  French  Master  at  King  Edward  the  Sixth's 
Grammar  School,  Birmingham.  Author  of  "The  Student's  French 
Examiner,"  which  see. 

Phelps  {Miss)  Gates  Ajar.     3  2mo,  6d. 

Men,  Women,  and  Ghosts.  i2mo,  sewed,  is.  6d.',  cl.,  2s. 

Hedged  In.     i2mo,  sewed,  is.  6d.',  cloth,  2s. 

Silent  Partner.     Ks. 

Trottfs  Wedding  Tour.     Small  post  8vo,  y.  6d. 

What  to  Wear.     Fcap.  8vo,  fancy  boards,  is. 

Phillips  (Z.)  Dictiofiary  of  Biographical  Peference.  8vo, 
i/.  lis.  6d. 

Phipson  {Dr.  T  L.)  Familiar  Letters  on  some  Mysteries  of 
Nature  and  Discoveries  in  Science.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  'js.  6d. 

Photography  {History  a?id  Ha?idbook  of).     See  Tissandier. 

Pictuj-e  Gallery  of  B7-itish  A^'t  {Hie).  38  Permanent  Photo- 
graphs after  the  most  celebrated  English  Painters.  With  Descriptive 
Letterpress.  Vols,  i  to  5,  cloth  extra,  i8.f.  each.  Vol.  6  for  1877, 
commencing  New  Series,  demy  folio,  31^.  ()d.    Monthly  Parts,  is.  6d. 
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Pike  {N.)  Suh- Tropical  Rambles  in  the  Land  of  the  Aphaiiapteryx. 
In  I  vol.,  demy  8vo,  iSj-.  Profusely  Illustrated  from  the  Author's 
own  Sketches.     Also  with  Maps  and  Meteorological  Charts. 

Placita  Anglo-No7'7nannica.  The  Procedui'e  a7id  Constitutioji  of 
the  Anglo-Norman  Courts  (William  I. — Richard  I.),  as  shown  by 
Contemporaneous  Records  ;  all  the  Reports  of  the  Litigation  of  the 
period,  as  recorded  in  the  Chronicles  and  Histories  of  the  time,  being 
gleaned  and  literally  transcribed.  With  Explanatory  Notes,  &€.  By 
M.  M.  BiGELOW.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  145-. 

Plutarch's  Lives.  An  Entirely  New  and  Library  Edition. 
Edited  by  A.  H.  Clough,  Esq.  5  vols.,  8vo,  2/.  ioj-.  ;  half-morocco, 
gilt  top,  3/.  Also  in  I  vol.,  royal  Svo,  800  pp.,  cloth  extra,  iSj.; 
half-bound,  2\s. 

Morals.     Uniform  with  Clough's  Edition  of  "  Lives  of 

Plutarch."    Edited  by  Professor  Goodwin.     5  vols,,  Svo,  3/.  3^. 

Poe  {E.  A.)  The  Works  of.     4  vols.,  2/.  2s. 

Poems  of  the  Lnner  Life.  A  New  Edition,  Revised,  with  many 
additional  Poems,  inserted  by  permission  of  the  Authors.  Small  post 
Svo,  cloth,  5^-. 

Pogaiiuc  People:  their  Loves  and  Lives.  By  Mrs.  Beecher 
Stowe.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ioj-.  dd. 

Polar  Expeditions.  See  Koldewey,  Markham,  INIacGahan 
and  Nares. 

Pottery :  how  it  is  Made,  its  Shape  a?id  Decoration.  Practical 
Instructions  for  Painting  on  Porcelain  and  all  kinds  of  Pottery  with 
vitrifiable  and  common  Oil  Colours.  With  a  full  Bibliography  of 
Standard  Works  upon  the  Ceramic  Art.  By  G.  Ward  Nichols. 
42  Illustrations,  crown  Svo,  red  edges,  6s. 

Practical  {A)  LLandbook  to  the  Prijtcipal  Schools  of  England. 
By  C.  E.  Pascoe.  Showing  the  cost  of  living  at  the  Great  Schools, 
Scholarships,  &c.,  &c.  New  Edition  corrected  to  1S78,  crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 

"This   is  an   exceedingly   useful  work,  and  one   that   was   much  wanted." — 
Exaininer. 

Prejevalsky  {N.  M.)  Travels  in  Mongolia.  By  N.  AL  Preje- 
VALSKY,  Lieutenant-Colonel,  Russian  Staff.  Translated  by  E.  Delmar 
Morgan,  F.R.G.S.,  and  Annotated  by  Colonel  Yule,  C.B.  2vo1s.; 
demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  numerous  Illustrations  and  Maps,  2/.  2s. 

From  Kiilja,  across  the  Tian  Shan  to  Lob-Nor.  Trans- 
lated by  E.  Delmar  Morgan,  F.R.G.S.  With  Notes  and  Intro- 
duction by  Sir  Douglas  Forsyth,  K. C.S.I,  i  vol.,  demy  Svo, 
with  a  Map. 

Price  {Sir  Rose,  Bart.).     See  "Two  Americas." 

Pri?ice  Ritto  ;  or,  The  Four-leaved  Shamrock.  By  Fanny  W. 
Currey.  With  10  Full-page  Fac-simile  Reproductions  of  Original 
Drawings  by  Helen  O'Hara.     Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  ioj.  6d. 
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Prisoner  of  War  in  Russia.     See  Coope. 

Publisher^  Ciradar  {The),  and  General  Record  of  British  and 
Foreign  Literature.     Published  on  the  ist  and  15th  of  every  Month. 


/QUARTER  Sessions,  fro7n  Quee7t  Elizabeth  to  Queen  Afine : 
%^     Illustrations    of    Local   Government   and    History.       Drawn    from 

Original  Records  (chiefly  of  the  County  of  Devon).     By  A.  H.  A, 

Hamilton.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  los.  6d. 


JD ALSTON  {W.   R.   S.)    Early  Russian   History.      Fom 
•^     Lectures  delivered  at  Oxford  by  W.  R.  S.  R.\lston,  M.A.     Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^s. 
Rambaud  {Alfred).     History  of  Russia,  from  its  Origin  to  the 

Year  1877.     ^^"ith  Six  Maps.     Translated  by  Mrs.  L.  B.  Lang.     2 

vols,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra. 
Recollections  of  Samuel    Breck,    the   American   Pepys.     With 

Passages  from  his  Note-Books  (1771 — 1862).  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  lOs.  6d. 
"The  book  is  admirable." — Standard. 

Recollections  of  Writers.  By  Charles  and  Mary  Cowden 
Clarke.  Authors  of  "The  Concordance  to  Shakespeare,"  &c.  ; 
with  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb,  Leigh  Hunt,  Douglas  Jerrold, 
and  Charles  Dickens  ;  and  a  Preface  by  Mary  Cqwden  Clarke. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  \os.  6d. 

Reynard  the  Box.  The  Prose  Translation  by  the  late  Thomas 
Roscoe.  With  about  100  exquisite  Illustrations  on  Wood,  after 
designs  by  A.  J.  Elwes.     Imperial  i6mo,  cloth  extra,  'js,  6d. 

Robi?ison  {Phil).     See  "  In  my  Indian  Garden." 

Roche  {Airs.  H).     See  "  On  Trek  in  the  Transvaal." 

Rochefoucauld's  Reflectiotis.     Bayard  Series,  2s.  6d. 

Rogers  {S.)   Pleasures  of  Memory.     See  "  Choice  Editions  ol 

Choice  Books."     2s.  6d. 
Rohlfs  {Dr.  G.)  Adventicres  in  Morocco,  and  Journeys  through  the 

Oases  of  Draa  and  Tafilet.     By  Dr.  G.  Rohlfs.     Demy  Svo,  Map, 

and  Portrait  of  the  Author,  12s. 
Rose  in  Bloom.     See  Alcott. 
Rose  Library  {The).     PopularLiteratureof  all  countries.     Each 

volume,  \s.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.     Many  of  the  Volumes  are  Illustrated — 

1.  Sea-Gull  Rock.     By  Jules  Sandeau.     Illustrated. 

2.  Little  Women.     By  Louisa  ]M.  Alcott. 

3.  Little  Women  Wedded.     Forming  a  Sequel  to  "Little  Women." 

4.  The  House  on  Wheels.     By  Madame  de  Stoi.z.     Illustraltd. 

5.  Little  Lien.  By  LouiSA  M.  Alcott.   Dble.  vol.,  2s. ;  cloth,  3^-.  6d. 
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Rose  Library  {The),  continued: — 

6.  The  Old-Fashioned  Girl.    By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.     Double 

vol.,  IS.  ;  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

7.  The  Mistress  of  the  Manse.     By  J.  G.  Holland. 

8.  Timothy  Titcomb's  Letters  to  Young-  People,  Single  and 

Married. 

9.  Undine,  and  the  Two  Captains.     By  Baron  De  La  Motte 

FoUQU£.     A  New  Translation  by  F.  E,  Bun  next.     Illustrated. 

10.  Draxy   Miller's  Dowry,   and   the   Elder's   Wife.     By  Saxe 

Holm. 

11.  The  Four  Gold  Pieces.     By   Madame   Gouraud.     Numerous 

Illustrations. 

12.  Work.     A  Story  of  Experience.     First  Portion,     By  Louisa  M. 

Alcott. 

13.  Eeg-inningr  Again.     Being  a   Continuation    of   "Work."      By 

Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

14.  Picciola;     or,   the  Prison  Flower.       By   X,    B.    Saintine. 

Numerous  Graphic  Illustrations, 

15.  Robert's  Holidays.     Illustrated, 

16.  The  Two  Children  of  St.  Domingro.     Numerous  Illustrations. 

17.  Aunt  Jo's  Scrap  Bag-. 

18.  Stowe  (Mrs.  H,  B,)  The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island. 
19. The  Minister's  Wooing-. 

20,  Betty's  Bright  Idea. 

21,  . .  The  Ghost  in  the  Mill. 

22,  ■'  Captain  Kidd's  Money. 

23,   We  and  our  Neighbours.     Double  vol.,  2s. 

24,  My  Wife  and  I.    Double  vol.,  2s.  ;  cloth,  gilt,  y.  6(/. 

25,  Hans  Brinker  ;  or,  the  Silver  Skates. 

26,  liowell's  My  Study  Window. 

27,  Holmes  (O,  W.)  The  Guardian  Angel. 

28,  Warner  (C.  D,)  My  Summer  in  a  Garden. 

29,  Hitherto,    By  the  Author  of  "The  Gay  worthy  s."    2  vols.,  is.  each. 

30,  Helen's  Babies.     By  their  Latest  Victim, 

31,  The  Barton  Experiment.    By  the  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies." 

32,  Dred.     By  Mrs.   Beecher   Stowe.     Double  vol.,    2s.      Cloth, 

gilt,  3s.  6d. 

33,  Warner  (C.  D.)  In  the  Wilderness. 

34,  Six  to  One.     A  Seaside  Story, 

Russell  {IV.  II.,  LL.D)  Tlie  Tour  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  in 
India,  and  his  Visits  to  the  Courts  of  Greece,  Egypt,  Spain,  and 
Portugal,  By  W,  H,  Russell,  LL,D,,  who  accompanied  the 
Prince  throughout  his  journey  ;  fully  Illustrated  by  Sydney  P,  Hall, 
M,A,,  the  Prince's  Private  Artist,  with  his  Royal  Plii^hness's  special 
permission  to  use  the  Sketches  made  during  the  Tour,  Super-royal 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  52^.  6^.;  Large  Paper  Edition,  84^. 

<::^ANCTA     Christi?ia:   a  Story  of  the  First    Century.     Bj 
^     Eleanor  E.  Orlebar,    With  a  Preface  by  the  Bishop  of  Winchester. 
Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^-. 
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Schwemfurth  {Dr.  G.)  Heart  of  Africa.     Which  see. 

Artes  Africance.  Illustrations  and  Description  of  Pro- 
ductions of  the  Natural  Arts  of  Central  African  Tribes.  With  26 
Lithographed  Plates,  imperial  4to,  boards,  28s. 

Scientific  Alemoirs :  being  Experimental  Coiitributions  to  a 
Knowledge  of  Radiant  Energy.  By  John  William  Draper,  M.D., 
LL.D.,  Author  of  "A  Treatise  on  Human  Physiology,"  &c.  With 
a  fine  Steel  Engraved  Portrait  of  the  Author.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
473  pages,  140". 

Sea- Gtdl  Rock.  By  Jules  Sandeau,  of  the  French  Academy. 
Royal  i6mo,  with  79  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7^.  6af. 
Cheaper  Edition,  cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.     See  also  Rose  Library. 

Seonee :  Sp07'ting  in  the  Satpura  Range  of  Central  India,  and  in 
the  Valley  of  the  Nerbudda.  By  R.  A.  Sterndale,  F.R.G.S.  8vo, 
with  numerous  Illustrations,  lis. 

Shakespeare  {The  Boudoir^.  Edited  by  Henry  Cundell 
Carefully  bracketted  for  reading  aloud  ;  freed  from  all  objectionable 
matter,  and  altogether  free  from  notes.  Price  2.s.  6d.  each  volume, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  Contents  : — Vol  I.,  Cymbeline — Merchant  of 
Venice.  Each  play  separately,  paper  cover,  is.  Vol.  IL,  As  You 
Like  It — King  Lear — Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  Vol.  Ill,,  Romeo 
and  Juliet— Twelfth  Night — King  John.  The  latter  six  plays  sepa- 
rately, paper  cover,  gd. 

Shooting:  its  Appliances,  Practice,  and  Purpose.  By  James 
Dalziel  Dougall,  F.S.A.,  F.Z.A.  Author  of  "Scottish  Field 
Sports,"  &c.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d. 

"The  book  is  admirable  in  every  way We  wish  it  everj'- success." — Globe. 

"A  very  complete  treatise Likely  to  take  high  rank  as  an  authority  on 

shooting." — Daily  News. 

Silent  Hour  {The).     See  Gentle  Life  Series. 

Silver  Pitchers.     See  Alcott. 

Simon  {Joules).     See  "  Government  of  M.  Thiers." 

Six  Hundred  Robinson  Crusoes ;  or,  The  Voyage  of  the  Golden 
Fleece.  A  true  Story  for  old  and  young.  By  Gilbert  Mortimer. 
Illustrated.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^. 

Six  to  One.     A  Seaside  Story.     lomo,  boards,  is. 

Sketches  from  an   Artisfs  Portfolio.     By   Sydney   P.    Hall. 

About  60  Fac-similes  of  his  Sketches  during  Travels  in  various  parts  of 

Europe.     Folio,  cloth  extra,  3/.  y. 

"A  portfolio  which  any  one  might  be  glad  to  call  their  own." — Times. 

,  Sleepy  Sketches  ;  or,  How  we  Live,  and  How  we  Do  Not  Live. 
From  Bombay,     i  vol.,  small  post  8vo,  cloth,  ds. 
"  Well-written  and  amusing  sketches  of  Indian  society." — Morning  Post. 

Smith  {G.)  Assyrian  Explorations  and  Discoveries.  By  the  late 
George  Smith.  Illustrated  by  Photographs  and  Woodcuts.  Demy 
8vo,  6th  Edition,  iSj. 
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Smith  {G.)  The  Ghaldean  Account  of  Genesis,  Containing  the 
Description  of  tlie  Creation,  the  Fall  of  Man,  the  Deluge,  the  Tower 
of  Babel,  the  Times  of  the  Patriarchs,  and  Nimrod;  Babylonian 
Fables,  and  Legends  of  the  Gods  ;  from  the  Cmieiform  Inscriptions. 
By  the  late  G.  Smith,  of  the  Departmennt  of  Oriental  Antiquities, 
British  Museum.  With  many  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
5th  Edition,  i6j. 

Snoza- Shoes  a?id  Canoes;  07%  the  Adventures  of  a  Fnr-Hunter 
in  the  Hudson's  Bay  Territory.  By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston.  2nd 
Edition.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Square  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt,  *]s.  6d. 

South  Australia:  its  History,  Resources,  and  Productions. 
Edited  by  W.  Harcus,  J. P.,  with  66  full-page  Woodcut  Illustrations 
from  Photographs  taken  in  the  Colony,  and  2  Maps.     Demy  8vo,  21J. 

Spain.  Illustrated  by  Gustave  Dore.  Text  by  the  Baron 
Ch.  D'Avillier.  Containing  over  240  Wood  Engravings  by  Dore, 
half  of  them,  being  Full-page  size.  Imperial  4to,  elaborately  bound 
m  cloth,  extra  gilt  edges,  3/.  3J. 

Stanley  {H.  M.)  How  I  Foimd  Livingstone,  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  *]$.  6d.  ;  large  Paper  Edition,  los.  6d, 

"J/y   Xalulu"   Prince,   King,   and  Slave.     A   Story 

from  Central  Africa.    Crown  8vo,  about  430  pp.,  with  numerous  graphic 
Illustrations,  after  Original  Designs  by  the  Author.     Cloth,  'js.  6d. 

Coomassie  and  Magdala.     A   Story   of  Two    British 


Campaigns  in  Africa.     Demy  8vo,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  i6x. 

Through  the  Dark  Continent,  which  see. 

St.  Nicholas  for  1878.  The  First  Number  of  the  New 
Series  commenced  November  1st,  1877,  and  contains  a  New  Story  by 
Louisa  M.  A LCOTT,  entitled  "Under  the  Lilacs."     \s.    Monthly. 

Stojy  without  an  End.  From  the  German  of  Carov^,  by  the  late 
Mrs.  Sarah  T.  Austin.  Crown  4to,  with  15  Exquisite  Drawings 
by  E.  v.  B.,  printed  in  Colours  in  Fac-simile  of  the  original  Water 
Colours  ;  and  numerous  other  Illustrations.     New  Edition,  is.  6d. 

square  4to,  with  Illustrations  by  Harvey.     2s.  6d. 

Stowe  {Mrs.  Beecher)  Dred.     Cheap  Edition,  boards,  2s.  Cloth, 

gilt  edges,  35-.  dd. 
Footsteps  of  the  Master.     With    Illustrations   and  red 

borders.     Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6^-. 

Geography,  with  60  Illustrations.     Square  cloth,  45-.  dd. 

Little   Foxes.     Cheap    Edition,   15.;  Library  Edition, 


4^.  U. 

Betty s  Bright  Ldea.     is. 
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Stowe  {Mrs.  Beecher)  My  Wife  and  I ;  or,  Barry  Henderson's 

History.     Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6^-.  * 

Minister's  Wooi7ig,  5^.;  Copyright  Series,  i^.  6d.y  cl.,  2j.* 

Old  Tow7i  Folk.     ds. :  Cheap  Edition,  2s.  6d. 

Old  Toiun  Fireside  Stories.     Cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Our  Folks  at  Pogamic.     ioj.  dd. 

We  and  our  Neighbours,     i  vol.,  small  post  8vo,  ds. 

Sequel  to  "My  Wife  and  I."* 

Pink  and  White  Tyranny.     Small  post  8vo,  33".  (id. ; 


Cheap  Edition,  is.  6d.  and  2s. 

Queer  Little  People.     \s. ;  cloth,  2s. 

Chimitey  Corner,     is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Lsland.     Crown  8vo,  55-.* 

Little  Pussey  Willow.     Fcap.,  2s. 

Woman  in  Sacred  History.    Illustrated  with  15  Chromo- 


lithographs and  about  200  pages  of  Letterpress.     Demy  4to,   cloth 
extra,  gilt  edges,  2^s. 

Street  Life  in  London.  By  J.  Thomson,  F.R.G.S.,  and  Adolphe 
Smith.  One  volume,  4to,  containing  40  Permanent  Photographs  of 
Scenes  of  London  Street  Life,  with  Descriptive  Letterpress,  25^. 

Student's  French  Exa7niner.  By  F.  Julien,  Author  of  "  Petites 
Le9ons  de  Conversation  et  de  Grammaire."  Square  cro\vn  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  2s. 

Studies  from  Nature.  24  Photographs,  with  Descriptive  Letter- 
press.    By  Steven  Thompson.     Imperial  4to,  35^-. 

Sub-Tropical  Rambles.     See  Pike  (N). 

Sullivan  {A.M.,  M.P.).     See  "  New  Ireland." 

Summer  Holiday  in  Scandinavia  {A).  By  E.  L.  L.  Arnold. 
Crowm  8vo,  cloth  extra,  \0s.  6d. 

Stunner  {Hon.  Charles^.     See  Life  and  Letters. 

Surgeon's  Ha7idbook  on  the  Treatment  of  Wounded  in  War,  By 
Dr.  Friedrich  Esmarch,  Professor  of  Surgery  in  the  University  ot 
Kiel,  and  Surgeon-General  to  the  Prussian  Army.  Translated  by 
H.  H.  Glutton,  B.A.,  Cantab,  F.R.C.S.  Numerous  Coloured 
Plates  and  Illustrations,  8vo,  strongly  bound  in  flexible  leather,  i/.  %s. 


"J^AUCHNLTZ'S    English    Editions    of    German    Author's, 
-^       Each  volume,  cloth  flexible,  2s.  ;  or  sewed,  is.  6d.    (Catalogues  post 
free  on  application.) 

*  See  also  Rose  Library. 
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Tauchnitz  (B.)   Gen?ian  and  Efigltsh  Dictionary.     Paper,  is. 
cloth,  l^.  6d.  ;  roan,  2J, 

French  and  English.     Paper,  i^.  dd. ;  cloth,  2s  ;  roan, 

2s.  6d. 

Italian   and  English.      Paper,    i^.    dd. ;    cloth,    2S.  ; 

roan,  2s.  6d. 

Spanish  and  English.     Paper,  \s.  6d. ;  cloth,  2S. ;  roan, 


2s.  6d. 
New  Testament.     Cloth,  2S. ;  gilt,  2s.  6d. 

The  Telephone.  An  Account  of  the  Phenomena  of  Electricity, 
Magnetism,  and  Sound,  as  Involved  in  its  Action  ;  with  Directions  for 
Making  a  Speaking  Telephone.  By  Prof.  A,  E,  Dolbear,  Author  of 
"The  Art  of  Projecting,"  &c.  Second  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  De- 
scriptive of  Prof.  Bell's  Present  Instrument.  130  pp.,  with  19  Illus- 
trations, IS. 

Tennyso7i's  May  Queen.  Choicely  Illustrated  from  designs  by 
the  Hon.  Mrs.  Boyle.     Cro-\\Ti  8vo  {See  Choice  Series),  2s.  6d. 

Textbook  {A)  of  Harmony.  For  the  Use  of  Schools  and 
Students.  By  the  late  Charles  Edward  Horsley,  Revised  for 
the  Press  by  Westley  Richards  and  W.  H.  Calcott.  Small  post 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d. 

Thebes,  and  its  Five  Greater  Temples.     See  Abney. 

T'ho77ison  {/.)  The  Straits  of  Malacca,  Lido- China,  and  China; 
or.  Ten  Years'  Travels,  Adventures,  and  Residence  Abroad.  By  J. 
Thomson,  F.R.G.S.,  Author  of  "Illustrations  of  China  and  its 
People."     Upwards  of  60  Woodcuts.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

Thorfie  (E.)  The  Queen  of  the  Colonies  ;  or,  Queensland  as  I 
saw  it.      I  vol.,  with  Map,  6s 

Through  the  Da7'k  Conti7ie7it :  The  Sources  of  the  Nile ;  Around 
the  Great  Lakes,  and  down  the  Congo.  By  Henry  M.  Stanley. 
2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  containing  150  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations, 
2  Portraits  of  the  Author,  and  10  Maps,  \2s.     Sixth  Thousand. 

Map  to  the  above.     Size  34  by  56  inches,  showing,  on 

a  large  scale,  Stanley's  recent  Gi-eat  Discoveries  in  Central  Africa. 
The  First  Map  in  which  the  Congo  was  ever  correctly  traced. 
Mounted,  in  case,  1/.  is. 
"  One  of  the  greatest  geographical  discoveries  of  the  3.ge."—Sj>cciator. 
"  Mr.  Stanley  has  penetrated  the  very  heart  of  the  mysteiy.  .  .  .  He  has  opened 
up  a  perfectly  virgin  region,  never  before,  so  far  as  known,  visited  by  a  white 
man." — Times. 

To  the  Arctic  Regions  a7id  Back  in  Six  Weeks.  By  Captain 
A.  W.  M.  Clark  Kennedy  (late  of  the  Coldstream  Guards).  With 
Illustrations  and  j\Iaps.     8vo,  cloth,  15^-. 

Tour  of  the  Pri7ice  of  Wales  in  India.     See  Russell. 
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Trollope  (A.)  Harry  Heathcote  of  Gangoil.  A  Story  of  Bush 
Life  in  Australia.    With  Graphic  Illustrations.     Small  post,  cloth,  5^. 

Turkistan.  Notes  of  a  Journey  in  the  Russian  Provinces  of 
Central  Asia  and  the  Khanates  of  Bokhara  and  Kokand.  By  Eugene 
Schuyler,  Secretary  to  the  American  Legation,  St.  Petersburg. 
Numerous  Illustrations.     2  vols,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5th  Edition,  2/.  2.s. 

Two  A^nericas ;  being  an  Account  of  Sport  and  Travel^  with 
Notes  on  Men  and  jNIanners  in  North  and  South  America.  By  Sir 
Rose  Price,  Bart,  i  vol.,  demy  8vo,  with  Illustrations,  cloth 
extra,  2nd  Edition,  iSj. 

Two  Friends.  By  Lucien  Biart,  Author  of  "Adventures  of 
a  Young  Naturalist,"  "  My  Rambles  in  the  New  World,"  &c.  Small 
post  8vo,  numerous  Illustrations,  7^.  6d. 

Tzvo  Supe?'cargoes  {The)  ;  or,  Adventures  in  Savage  Africa. 
By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston.     Square  imperial  i6mo,  cloth  extra,  ^s,  6d. 

Numerous  Full-page  Illustrations. 

1/ANDENHOFF  {George,  MA).     See  "Art  of  Reading 


^loud.' 


Clerical  Assistant.     Fcap.,  ^s.  6d. 

Ladies'  Reader  {The).     Fcap.,  55. 

Verne's  {Jules)    Works.     Translated  from    the    French,   with 
from  50  to  100  Illustrations.     Each  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges — ■ 

Large  post  Svo,  price  10s.  6d.  each — 

1.  Fur  Country. 

2.  Twenty  Thousand  Leagrues  under  the  Sea. 

3.  From  the  Earth  to  the  Moon,  and  a  Trip  round  It. 

4.  Michael  Strog-off,  the  Courier  of  the  Czar. 

5.  Hector  Servadac. 

6.  Dick  Sands,  the  Boy  Captain. 

Lmperial  i6mo,  price  js.  6d.  each — 

1.  Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon. 

2.  Adventures  of  Three  Eng-lishmen  and  Three  Russians  in 

South  Africa. 

3.  Around  the  "World  in  Eig-hty  Days. 

4.  A  Floating-  City,  and  the  Blockade  E-unners. 

5.  Dr.  Ox's  Experiment,  Master  Zacharius,  A  Drama  in  the 

Air,  A  Winter  amid  the  Ice,  &c. 

6.  The  Survivors  of  the  "  Chancellor." 

7.  Dropped  from  the  Clouds.  |  The  Mysterious  Island.  3  vols., 

8.  Abandoned.  >     22s.  6d.     One  volume,  with  some  of  the 

9.  Secret  of  the  Islanfi.  )       Illustrations,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  10^.  6^. 
ID.  The  Child  of  the  Cavern. 
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Verne's  {Jules)  Works ^  continued: — 

The  following  Cheaper  Editions  are  issued  with  a  few  of  the. 
Illustrations,  in  paper  wrapper^  price  \s. ;  cloth  gilt,  2S.  each. 

1.  Adventures  of  Tliree  Englislimen  and  Three  Russians  in 

South.  Africa. 

2.  Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon. 

3.  A  Floating-  City. 

4.  The  Blockade  Rxmners. 

5.  From  the  Earth  to  the  Moon. 

6.  Around  the  Moon. 

7.  Twenty  Thousand  Leag-ues  under  the  Sea.     Vol.  I. 

8.  Vol.  II.     The  two  parts  in  one,  cloth,  gilt,  3j".  dd. 

9.  Around  the  V/orld  in  Eig-hty  Days. 

10.  Dr.  Ox's  Experiment,  and  Master  Zachari\is. 

11.  Martin  Paz,  the  Indian  Patriot. 

12.  A  Winter  amid  the  Ice. 

13.  The  Fur  Country.     Vol.  I. 

14.   Vol.  II.     Both  parts  in  one,  cloth  gilt,  3 J.  6d. 

15.  Survivors  of  the  "  Chancellor."     Vol.  I. 

16. Vol.  II.     Both  volumes  in  one,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6^/. 

Viardot  {Louis).     See  "  Painters  of  all  Schools." 


l/J/ALLER  {Rev.  C.  H.)  The  Names  on  the  Gates  of  Pearl, 
*^^       and  other  Studies.     By  the  Rev.   C.   H.  Waller,  INI.  A.     Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j-. 

A  Gramnmr  and  Analytical  Vocabulary  of  the  Words  in 

the  Greek  Testament.  Compiled  from  Briider's  Concordance.  For 
the  use  of  Divinity  Students  and  Greek  Testament  Classes.  By  the 
Rev.  C.  H.  Waller,  M.  A.^late  Scholar  of  University  College,  Oxford, 
Tutor  of  the  London  College  of  Divinity,  St.  John's  Hall,  Highbury. 
Part  I.,  The  Grammar.  Small  post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  Part  II.  The 
Vocabulary,  2s.  6d. 

Adoption   and  the    Covenant.      Some    Thoughts    on 


Confirmation.     Super-royal  i6mo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

War  in  Bulgaria :  a  Na7-rative  of  Personal  Experiences.  B) 
Lieutenant-General  Valentine  Baker  Pasha.  Together  with 
a  Description  and  Plan  of  the  Works  constructed  by  him  for  the  Defence 
of  Constantinople.  Also  Maps  and  Plans  of  Battles.  2  vols.,  demy 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  2/.  2s. 

Warner  {C.  D.)  My  Summer  in  a  Garden.     Rose  Library,  \s. 

Back-log  Studies.     Boards,   \s.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s. 

Ifi  the  Wilderness.     Rose  Library,  is. 

— ■ —  Mummies  and  Moslems.     Svo,  cloth,  1 2s. 
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Weaving.     See  *'  History  and  Principles." 

Westropp  {H.  M.)  A  Ma7mal  of  Precious  Stones  and  Antique 
Gems.  By  Hodder  ]\I.  Westropp,  Author  of  "The  Traveller's 
Art  Companion,"  "  Pre-Historic  Phases,"  &c.  Numerous  Illustrations. 
Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ds. 

Whitney  {Airs.  A.  D.  T.)  The   Gay  worthy  s.     Cloth,  3^.  6d. 

Faith    Gartney.     Small  post   8vo,  3i".   6d.      Cheaper 

Editions,  is.  6d.  and  2s. 

Peal  Polks.     1 2  mo,  crown,  3^.  6d. 

HitJierto.     Small  post  8vo,  35'.  ()d.  and  2s.  6d. 

Sights  and  Insights.     3  vols.,  crown  8vo,  31^.  6d. 

Summer  in  Leslie  Goldthwaite's  Life.     Cloth,  33'.  6d. 

T7ie  Other  Girls.     Small  post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6i. 

We  Girls.     Small  post  Svo,  35.  (^d. ;  Cheap  Edition, 


IJ-.  dd.  and  2s, 

Wikoff  {II.)  The  Pour  Civilizations  of  the  World.  An  Historical 
Retrospect.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  12s. 

Wills,  A  Pew  Hints  on  Proving,  ivithout  Professional  Assistance. 
By  a  Probate  Court  Official.  5th  Edition,  revised  with  Forms 
of  Wills,  Residuary  Accounts,  &c.     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  is. 

Wilson  {H.  Schultz).    See  "Alpine  Ascents  and  Adventures." 

With  Axe  a7id  Rifle  on  the  Western  Prairies.  By  W.  H.  G. 
Kingston.  .  With  numerous  Illustrations,  square  crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt,  ']s.  6d. 

Woolsey  (C.  P.,  LL.P.)  Lntroduction  to  the  Study  of  Lnter- 
national  Law  ;  designed  as  an  Aid  in  Teaching  and  in  Historical 
Studies.  Reprinted  from  the  last  American  Edition,  and  at  a  much 
lower  price.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sj.  ()d. 

Words  of  Wellington :  Alaxims  and  Opinions,  Sentences  and 
Reflections  of  the  Great  Duke,  gathered  from  his  Despatches,  Letters, 
and  Speeches  (Bayard  Series).     2s.  6d. 

World  of  Comets.  By  A.  Guillemin,  Author  of  "  The 
Heavens."  Translated  and  edited  by  James  Glaisher,  F.R.S. 
I  vol.,  super-royal  Svo,  with  numerous  Woodcut  Illustrations,  and  3 
Chromo-lithographs,  cloth  extra,  3IJ-.  6^. 

"The  mass  of  information  collected  in  the  volume  is  immense,  and  the  treatment 
of  the  subject  is  so  purely  popular,  that  none  need  be  deterred  from  a  perusal  of 
it. " — British  Quarterly  Review. 

Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.  By  "W.  Clark  Russell.  6j-.  Third 
and  Cheaper  Edition. 


32     Sampson  Lotv,  Mars  tan,  6^  Co.'s  List  of  Fubiications. 

'S/'ENOPHON'S  Anabasis ;  or,   Expedition   of   Cyrus.     A 
•^^  Literal  Ti-anslation,  chiefly  from  the  Text  of  Dindorff,  by  GEORGE 

B.  Wheeler.     Books  I  to  III.     Crown  8vo,  boards,  2s. 


Books  I.  to  VII.     Boards,  35'.  dd. 


YOUNG  (J.  F.)  Five  Weeks  in  Greece.     Crown  8vo,  105.  dd. 
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SA^IPSON  LOW,  MARSTON,    SEARLE,   &  RIVINGTON, 
CROWN  BUILDINGS,  188,   FLEET  STREET. 


